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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 

HE old carriage-road between Luc- 
ca and Genoa, although, for the 
moft part, it follows the (hores of 
the Mediterranean, winds for fome 
diftance inland, and there are points of its courfe 
which unite a wild and umbrageous vicinity 
with a glorious feaward landfcape. In fuch a 
locality is fltuated the little town of MaiTa, with 
its ancient caftle, its grafs-grown ftreets and 
pi£lure(que fcenery. The inn is approached 
without entering the old gateway; its lower 
ftory, as is common in Italy, prefenting a bafe- 
ment porch in the rear, leading to the kitchien 
and ftables. At this primitive entrance, the 
calecbe which had brought me from a neigh- 
bouring town drew up at noon, on a beautiful 
fpring day ; and, while the oftler watered our 
fteed which had been four hours traverfing the 
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continuous impreffion which this incident made 
upon my mind, is to be afcribed to the fympa- 
thetic manner and natural eloquence of the 
narrator, how much to the beautiful fcenery 
around me, or to my own mind at the time j 
but certain it is that the hour I paiTed at the 
old inn of MaflTa, ftands out in afFefting relief 
from the reminifcences of travel, and recurs 
with a melancholy charm, like one of Sterne's 
epifodes. I examined the landlord's regifter and 
afcertained the names of the party defcribed ; 
and fubfequently fought them out and found 
ample confirmation not only of the details of 
the ftory, but of the long and beautiful per- 
fpe<Stive which imagination and fympathy had 
naturally annexed to thefe hints of a vivid ex- 
perience. When the fair hoftefs perceived that 
I was interefled in her ftory, (he laid afide the 
flat-iron, wiped her eyes with a corner of her 
apron, and gliding up the rough ftone ftaircafe 
outfide, prefently returned with a morocco port- 
folio carefully incafed in three or four copies of 
"Galignani's MefTenger." This (he earneftly 
be^ed me to tranfmit to the friends of the de- 
ceafed, as it had been inadvertently left behind. 
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— a commiffion I fcrupuloufly fulfilled. The 
only furvivor of the fcene at the inn at Mafia, 
(with whom I afterwards enjoyed long inti- 
macy,) is the young man who firft arrived with 
the invalid. He is now fettled in a diftant part 
of the globe ; and, at our parting interview, he 
gave me a journal in the handwriting of his 
friend, and part of the contents of the portfolio 
reftored through my inftrumentality, as a me- 
morial of our intercourfe, and with full per- 
miffion to ufe it as I pleafed, on condition that 
all names or allufions that might lead to their 
difcovery (hould be fupprelTed. Upon afcer- 
taining that the writer was a countryman, al- 
though for many years a refident on the con- 
tinent, my intereft in him became more perfonal ; 
and the confidence of thofe who were near and 
dear to him has fince rendered that familiarity 
fo great that I can now fcarcely perfuade myfelf 
I am writing of one whom I never faw. Per- 
haps this knowledge of all the circumflances of 
his peculiar experience, has inveiled his fpecu- 
lations with an interefl they will rarely infpire 
among thofe to whom no fuch afTociations re- 
commend them. The manner, however, in 
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which the fpecimens that have appeared in a 
periodical form were received, induces the belief 
that thefe ftray leaves from the Diary of a 
Preamer will be acceptable to a larger circle. 






LEAVES FROM THE DIARY 
OF A DREAMER. 

CHAPTER I. 

?T is now a week fince I re-croffed 
the Apennines. It feems a month. 
The journey greatly enlivened me : 
Autumn was rapidly giving way to 
winter, but her fober hues, without the varied 
brilliancy that diftinguifhes them in America, 
wore a penfive richnefs, a fliadowy glory that 
in my prevailing mood, poffefled a Angular 
charm. I conftantly left the carriage and faun- 
tered for miles in advance. The keen and 
tranfparent air was like a cordial. The (baggy 
hills ftretching far away on either fide in pic- 
turefijue undulations, feemed to repofe in fub- 
lime content. As I walked along in my com- 
fortable bloufe and tartar cap, a delicious fenfe 
of independence, an exhilarating confcioufnefe 
of individuality filled my heart, and often the 
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clatter of our heavy vehicle or the baying of a 
(hepherd's dog, ftartled me from a delightful 
reverie. I realized at fuch moments a truft 
and hope which focial relations, with all their 
folace, rarely afford. I thought I could gladly 
<h'eam away exiflence in this beautiful country. ; 
On reaching the city, every thing looked cheer- 
ful ; lights beamed from the dwellings, people 
moved to and fro or cluttered in groups, there 
was an appearance of bufy and exuberant life 
which contrafled mofl agreeably with our re- 
cent ifolation. The moment I was alone in 
my chamber, a violent re-adion took place in 
my mood. It was the hour when the heart 
yearns for companionfhip, when the mind is 
impatient to unfold itfelf without reflraint 5 the 
hour fo afFedingly defcribed by Dante : 



" Tora che volge '1 difio 
A naviganti, e'ntenerifcc '1 cuore 
' Lo di, ch'han detto a dolci amici, a Dio ; 
E che lo nuovo peregrin, d* amore 
Punge, fe ode fquilla di lontano, 
Che paia '1 giorno pianger, che fi muore." 

Purg, Cant. 8. 

Solitude began to be intolerable. I went 
forth and entered the Cathedral. A deep glow 
from the painted window yet fufFufed the altar. 
Elfewhere in the vafl area all was dufky and 
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vague, fave where the white angle of a funeral 
tablet or the dim folds of a banner were vifible. 
There is fomething tranquillizing in thefe mag- 
nificent temples. I lingered until the ftars 
appeared, and then haftened to the refidence 

of Colonel H , who occupies one of the 

moft elegant dwellings near the walls. It is 
half villa, half palace, and was leafed by the 
noble family to whom it belongs, on very rea- 
sonable terms. There is a fine faloon on the 
ground floor, conne<fted with the garden. What 
delightful hours I have fpent there ! The 
Colonel's lady is a creature of poetry; and 
then about many things we fympathize fo per- 
feftly. It was long, however, before I fuc- 
ceeded in invading the almofl &cred referve in 
which her fpirit lives. She received me cour- 
teoufly as a countryman, but there was an evi- 
dent indifference in her manners that piqued if 
it did not repulfe. The Colonel, a frank, fecial 
man, gave me to underfland that his wife was 
a great invalid, and averfe to ibciety. After 
tea, we ufually walked into the garden, leaving 
her, much to my fecret annoyance, to herfelf 
— for (he is mofl fair to look upon. I am 
proud of her New England origin. With a 
graceful and elaflic figure, large blue eyes, pro- 
flife auburn ringlets, a clear complexion and 
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features caft in a highly intelleflual but moft 
gentle mould, (he is quite an ideal of northern 
beauty. There is fomething romantic in her 
manners and appearance, Ihe loves to fit coiled 
up in a corner of the fofa, with her face half 
concealed by a veil, indeed, (he is feldom with- 
out this nun- like adornment, and fails not to 
drop it the moment a ftranger enters. The 
world calls it aiFe£lation, but fhe cares nothing 
for the world, and fo confults only her own 
wifhes as well in coftume as in weightier afiairs, 
defpite all uncharitable commentators. Her 
hiftory is peculiar. At an early age flie finds 
herfelf the only furvivor of a large and in- 
terefting family, all of whom fell victims to 
confumption, and fhe came hither to efcape, if 
poffible, the fame fate. Her familiarity with 
death has thrown a beautiful melancholy around 
her youth. She loves the folitude of her own 
room, and refifts all endeavours to withdraw 
her fi-om domeftic feclufion. Every one who 
obtains but a glimpfe of her countenance, be- 
comes interefted at once. I have been re- 
markably fortunate in enjoymg her intimacy. 
During intervals of relief from pain, and when 
fad memories are for a while laid afleep, fhe 
often is as buoyant and gamefome as a child. 
Her fenfibility to nature is fo great that a new 
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fcenc of beauty caufes her to weep. Her 
dreams are highly poetical. She exifts much 
of the time in the world of imagination ; her 
faith is fpiritual, and the departed (hare her 
thoughts with the living. Her children are the 
great (burces of her happinefs; the oldeft is 
a cherub, his eyes vary in depth of hue as 
his feelings change, his brow, I heard an 
artift fay, was perfeftly ideal, and long, rich 
locks of paly gold flream from his head. It is 
a pidure of furpaffing lovelinefs to fee mother 
and child together ; as they gambol their ring- 
lets intermingle, while an exprefEon of the 
purefl delight glows in their faces. They fit 
in quiet communion, and the very air feems 
hufhed. I revel in domeflicity at the Colonel's, 
I talk with the lady Harriet and play with little 
Carlo like one of the family. Sometimes we 
ride out together or go to a church feflival. 
They have furnifhed the parlour in the Ameri- 
can flyle fince I left, it feemed quite like 
home to-night. How glad they were to fee 
me ! We difcufTed tranfatlantic news and plans 
for the winter. My young friend had been put 
to bed early on account of a flight cold, I 
flole into the room, and, (hading the lamp with 
my hand, gazed on him afleep. His hair lay 
off from his brow in golden curls ; a fmile half- 
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wreathed his lips ; the fluOi of innocent repofc 
was upon his cheek. I looked on in filent 
admiration, when he awoke and recognized me 
with joyful carefTes. From this fcene of tran- 
quil happinefs I retired with peace at my heart, 
my faith in life was renewed, and in witneflP- 
ing the enjoyments of others I endeavoured to 
banifh my own vain regrets. 

* * * ♦ * ♦ ' 

I fuppofe we relifli praife for our leffer quali- 
ties becaufe it fortifies confidence. There is 
nothing more painful to a fenfitive mind than 
a confcioufhefs of fome deficiency or peculiar 
excefs in chara^er. "Why, with fuch vivid 

perceptions, am I not conceited ? " afked . 

" Becaufe they give you felf-knowledge, which 
always induces meeknefs," was the reply. Men 
of fenfe, and women too, perhaps, who have a 
natural tendency to romance, miflrufl them- 
felves greatly in love. From repeated and often 
abfurd excitement, they only come forth, at lail, 
" perplexed in the extreme." The very inten- 
fity of emotion blinds, and often in the retro- 
fpe<ft their conduft and feelings feem to have 
an almofl infane afpe£t. Such phafes of expe- 
rience fland alone, in all the other interefls of 
life they may have a£ted crroneoufly, but rea- 
fon and chailened fenfibility have never failed 
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them. It is on this account that true views 
of the philofophy of the fubje<ft would be in- 
valuable. Could we but clearly diftinguifli be- 
tween paffion and fentiment, between affinity 
and fancy, the '' fuppliance of a minute," and 
choice, founded lilce gravitation, on an eternal 
law — the bandage would be partially removed 
from the eyes of love. But fentiment is a 
flower fo delicate, fo pre-eminently lovely, fo 
peerlefs and dear, that they whom it moft en- 
riches fhrink from analyzing what they can 
only recognize with trembling ; like the fairy 
circling of the humming-bird over a honey- 
fuckle, its a£tion is infinitely refined, and eludes 
while it fafcinates the glance. The wretch 
'' compa£l of thanklefs earth," who profanely 
fought to gaze on the unveiled beauty of Go- 
diva, was inftantly ftruck with blindnefs. The 
legend fymbolizes the fate of all ruthlefs in- 
vaders of the foul's hallowed ground. Yet 
there is one office which records fuch as thefe 
fulfil. In as far as they define the real ore, 
they make it more ealily diflinguifhed, and pre- 
vent, in a meafiire, the currency of fpurious 
metal. Every true pi£ture of the heart anni- 
hilates a hundred counterfeits. It is one thing 
to fpeculate coldly upon love, to array phreno- 
logy and common-fenfe againfl poetic inflin£ts. 
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and it is another and a more reverent ta(k to 
unfold the light and fliade, the depth and gra- 
dation, the fandlity and the lovelinefs of human 
feeling. The '' contagion of the world's flow 
ftain *' is ever at work. Life diffufes inftead of 
concentrating the heart. It is fit that there 
(hould be priefts of love to keep up the olden 
worfhip in all its vital fimplicity and entire de- 
votion. Such is the poet — not as a rhymer, 
but as a man ; let him for ever advocate what 
vapid fentimentalifm too often makes ridiculous 
and worldlinefs freezes by contempt. I delight 
in the idea of unconfcious miniftries, in the 
belief that human beings accomplifh vaft ends 
by infenfible means ; that the elements of the 
focial world, like thofe of the natural, operate 
with an infinite quietude. There are apoftles 
who live and die without any written record — 
poets who exercife their vocation without a 
lyre, and lovers divided not in life or death, 
yet over whom no nuptial benediction has been 
uttered. Univerfities with all their parchment 
degrees and fonorous hieroglyphics have never 
abforbed wifdom ; academies cannot monopo* 
lize truth nor armies valour, there is an under- 
current, ftronger becaufe invifible, to the fea of 
life. In the material world we are afllired by 
fcience that there is not a particle of wafte 5 
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are genius and love fo valuelefs that they fcatter 
no feed ? Are they alone bereft of the principle 
of eternal renewal ? Let '' Nature's laureate 
bard" anfwer : 

** Heaven doth with us as we with torches do j 

Not light them for themfelves : for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touched. 

But to fine iflues ; nor nature never lends 

The fmallefl fcruple of her excellence. 

But like a thrifty goddefs fhe determines 

Hcrfelf the glory of a creditor. 

Both thanks and ufe." 

♦ ♦*♦♦« 

Life in the open air has a fingular charm for 
the native of climates where, for the greater part 
of the year, it is neceffary to look within doors 
for comfort. Perhaps one reafon why the Eng- 
lifh are fo addicted to field-fports, is that they 
feek to revel in a free expofure to the elements, 
becaufe with them, fuch enjoyments are com- 
paratively limited. It feems like a return to the 
unreftrained and buoyant fpirit of Nature, when 
months glide by and find us almofl hourly abroad 
in that carelefs exercife of being which is the 
privilege of fouthern countries. I am fond of 
by-way pictures of life, and deem myfelf fortu- 
nate when any charaSeriflic fcene prefents it- 
felf. The air to-day was remarkably cool, fo 
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that a walk along the funny margin of the water 
proved very agreeable, I lingered near a Si- 
cilian ftory-teller for an hour, to watch his ex- 
preffive looks and mark the quick fympathy of 
his audience. They confifted principally of 
fwarthy filhermen, reclining on the fand, their 
funbrowned feces turned in the direction of the 
fpeaker, and their eyes of gleaming jet, one mo- 
ment foftened by pity and the next flafhing with 
anger. Their jaunty caps were pufhed from 
their brows, and beneath them ftraggling locks 
fluttered in the wind. A few ftood leaning 
upon the poles of their nets. They were ex- 
aftly like the figures that Salvator loves to in- 
troduce into the fore-ground of his fea-pieces. 
It is delightful, even in their humble way, to 
recognize fomething in life which art or litera- 
ture has made femiliar. Even the old crones 
that one encounters at the ftreet corners twirl- 
ing the diftaff, remind the lover of Shakefpeare 
of the enamoured Duke's requeft in Twelfth 
Night, for that " piece of fong" of which he fo 
feelingly fays : 

" It is old and plain : 
The fpinners and the knitters in the fun 
And the free-maids that weave their thread with bones. 
Did ufe to chant it : it is filly Tooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love 
Like the old age." 
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T , in his cordial way, manages to im- 
part new relifli to the diminutive game they 
ferve up at our frugal meal, by quoting with 
great zeft the line from Beppo : '' I alfo like to 
dine on beccaficos.*' One of the fports moft 
fertile in the pidlurefque is the thronged angle 
of a ftreet I daily pafs, where a fcribe, who might 
fit for the apothecary's portrait in Romeo and 
Juliet, is feated at his little table with a pile of 
yellow paper before him, an inkhorn at his 
button-hole, and his little wild eyes through 
his antiquated fpe£tacles gravely following the 
movements of his bufy pen. A burly friar of 
the Capuchin order fometimes is befide him, 
dictating a memorandum of the ale of his con- 
vent produce, or a weather-worn foldier in faded 
uniform, is puzzling his brain to manu&dure a 
page in reply to his wife's laft epiftle. A better 
difcipline whereby to learn the art of mental ab- 
ftra<Stion cannot well be imagined. The gay equi- 
page and the rattling team, the fhouts of ven- 
ders and the ceafelefs hum of a paffing throng, 
are quite unregarded by the induftrious fcribe. 
To-day, in the greateft poffible contraft with 
this caricature of humanity, there leaned over 
his chair a buxom peafant girl. Her bafket of 
fruit was on the pavement at her feetj her 
large ftraw hat refted coquettifhly on the fide of 
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her hea'<'>b: r '^k boddice revealed a form ** of 
rounder * -nefs ;" and the fliort robe made 
vifible a: V)t, on which her gaze was in- 

tently tu: ^tf, While flie played with the little 
filver crofs that hung from her neck and mur- 
mured tremblingly in the old fcrivener's ear, a 
letter to her abfent lover. 

Sentiment brings us back to truth. We can- 
not flatter one who has awakened a real intereft 
in our minds ; we can more eafily reprove. A 
delicate and vigilant confideratenefs that makes 
us obfervant of every change of mood, aware 
even of latent illnefs, and painfully confcious of 
each unfortunate tendency of chara£ter, is one 
of the beft tefts of love. Kindnefs, unceafing 
and thoughtful, anticipating every wifli, and 
overflowing in word, aft, and manner, is the 
trueft pledge of aflFeftion. I would fain believe 
that thefe indications are appreciated by a few 
women y but to how many are fuch noble and 
genuine demonftrations lefs impreflive than ex* 
aggerated praife and unmanly adaptation ! I do 

not believe in *s love for the man of her 

choice. She minifters only to his pride. Here 
is the immenfe evil fociety does woman. It is 
a hot bed in which her approbativenefs — the 
parafite upon life's rareft tree— is fatally nur- 
tured. Seclufion is faid to be unfavourable to 
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moral vigour j abfolute folitude ibtedly 

is, but promifcuou9 aiTociation al /ariably 

perverts all but the ftrongeft a- . hearts. 

Nature has folved this problem. 11 fecret of 
all that is holy and felicitous in the influence of 
woman lies in the better prefervation of her 
foul. Man's vocations conftantly expofe him to 
the world, and if the idea of a better humanity 
were not kept alive in his daily path by the 
fuperior freflmefs of the other fex, he would 
wander irretrievably from fiiith and peace. To 
this end woman's lot is private. Fafhion is per- 
petually encroaching upon the divine order of 
things. Let any unprejudiced fpeftator fee the 
blufh of modefty upon the cheek of a woman 
who has lived apart " unfpotted from the world," 
let him mark the engaging air of diftruft which 
is the moft eloquent appeal in the univerfe to 
the heart of man — the beautiful dignity of con- 
fcious rectitude, the quick and didnterefted 
fympathy, the meek felf-contentment — and feel 
all that is high and good within him ftir at the 
fountains of his foul, and all that is bafe fhrink 
awe-ftruck from her eye, and he will ardently 
blefe the retirement that has kept fuch graces 
undimmed. Let him then witnefs the com- 
placent and fearlefs bearing of a fair creature 
whofe manner is hackneyed by cuftom,and arti- 
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ficial from habit, with intelleft ever on the 
alert, and all that is fpontaneous and true fub- 
dued by the tyranny of felfiflinefs to calculation 
and pride, and he will leave her, beautiful and 
gifted as (he may be, only thus bitterly to mufe 
on her charms : — 

«' Yet I half hate her-,-fhe has all 
That would enfure an angel^s fall— 
For there's a cool, colle6led look, 
As if her pulfes beat by book, 
A meafured tone, a cold reply, 
A management of voice and eye j 
A calm, poflefled, authentic air. 
That leaves a doubt of foftnefs there j 
Till look and worihip as I may. 
My fevered thought will pafs away." 

My organ of benevolence has never been 
thought deficient, and yet I could almoft find it 
in my heart to wifh that every mortal were 
temporarily denied health. Nothing lefs will 
teach people confideration for thofe who thus 
fuffer. How natural is the fecond-thought of 
poor, vexed Lear, prompted by the iy mpathy 
born of pain ! 

«« Tell the hot duke that— 
No, but not yet, — may be he is not well. 
Infirmity doth ftill negle£l all office 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourfelves. 
When Nature, being opprefled, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body." 
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A cleverer fellow than P , in the ordi- 
nary fenfe of the term, is not often encountered, 
yet an hour's argument has &iled to convince 
him of the unreafbnable offence he has taken at 
my recent taciturnity. His nerves are of iron 
and his digeftion that of an oftrich. Phyfical 
inconvenience is fo rare in his experience as to 
be but dimly apprehended. Thefe long weeks 
of pain and feeblenefs, when all mental energy 
was abforbed in mere endurance, and the caufes 
of moral difquietude rendered thrice keen and 
trying — pafs for nothing in his eftimation. Be- 
caufe I have only fmiled at his jokes, fpared my 
breath from neceffity and found no refuge but 
in comparative filence, he deems me unfriendly 
and indifferent. Caffius defcribed Caefar*s in- 
aptitude when ill as a difparagement : '' 'Us 
true, this god did fhake." Should not friendfliip 
confider it by way of forbearance ? To be calm 
and uncomplaining I flattered myfelf was a little 
triumph ; but thofe hale, impervious, and there- 
fore exafting friends, expeft not only patience 
but gaiety. " Thefe are counfellors that feelingly 
perfuade me what I am >" — fo faid the royal 
exile of the elements ; how juftly it may be faid 
of the '' ills that flefli is heir to !** As my quaint 
favourite remarks in a like condition, of late I 
have been unable " to diftinguifh veal from mut- 
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ton." My perceptions have been blunted, my 
relifli of life fadly deficient ; only at intervals 
have my mufings been other than fad, even to 
defpair. A lethargic throb confufed my brain ; 
everything looked diftorted or gloomy, and ex- 
iftence was burdenfome. How often have I 
recalled Sterne's prayer : " Gracious Heaven ! 
grant me but health, thou great beftower of it, 
give me but this fair goddefs for my companion, 
and (bower down mitres, if it feem good unto 
thy divine providence, upon thofe heads that are 
aching for them !" I have heard fome perfons 
bafe their feith in immortality upon the unequal 
diftribution of good afld evil in this world, and 
others claim it as a neceffary confequence of 
human endowments, which require higher and 
endlefs development. Does not the intimate 
iympathy of body and foul furnilh yet another 
ground for the fame inference ? Think of the in- 
terruption, the depreffion, the perverfion which 
the mind fuffers from any derangement of the 
phyfical organs. How dependent for its clear 
and ftrong exercife is the moft gifted intelled 
upon a healthy frame ! Thought grows difcon- 
nefted, fentiment becomes morbid, and imagi- 
nation gloomy, when the pulfe is quickened by 
fever, or the nerves unftrung by weaknefs. I 
have known individuals, all of whofe faults of 
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character feemed to be derived from bodily in- 
firmity ; they needed but to " (huffle off this, 
mortal coil'* to be perfeft. 

* m * * * * 

This convdfiicence is delicious. I feem to 
have acquired new zeft for the humbleft enjoy- 
ment. To trace the flowers on the chintz bed- 
curtains, or watch the flies upon the wall, is 
diverting. Voices from the ftreet give me a 
fweet feeling ; they fpeak of genial aftivity. I 
long for green fields. My eyes follow the 
nurfe's movements with avidity. I have been 
lefe entertained at a good play. The flowers 
that fome thoughtful friend daily fends, appear 
more frefh and bright than any I have feen for 
years. How very cheering is the funfhine ! 
Such cream in the morning ! I have been dip- 
ping into Scott — no ; I tried to do fo, but, as 
ufual, it ended in a regular perufal. I rejoice 
that Ivanhoe, and Jeannie Deans are as vivid 
and dear as ever. How thefe familiar and che- 
rifhed beings enliven the languid hours of the 
invalid ! Scott was right in efteeming this one 
of the bell of his agencies as a novelift. I read 
him with a more tender gratitude fince Lock- 
hart's life appeared 5 hearing ever the ripple of 
the Tweed on that fummer day, breaking the 
folemn quietude of his death-chamber. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I AIN, rain, rain ! All day the clear 
drops have pattered againft my win- 
dow. A bed of fiery embers glow 
upon the hearth- ftone and near 
by is heaped a pile of fagots. There is fome- 
thing alike primitive and rural about thefe com- 
buftibles that fuits my humour better than the 
elaborate inventions of colder climes. Fagots 
have a place in old rhymes and ftories, they 
illume the caverns of banditti and the ftakes of 
witches and martyrs ; the thrall of Cedric the 
Saxon twifted them in Sherwood foreft, and 
their blaze was refle<S):ed on the polifhed armour 
of Giovanni di Medici in the paffes of the 
Apennines. Yes, fagots are decidedly more 
poetical than fea-coal. On the table is a vafe 
of Etrufcan form, with flowers ; flrange that 
almofl the only memorial of a people (hould 
thiis exifl in the graceful defigns of their houfe* 
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hold ware ! Yet modern tafte cannot excel 
them. How (weetly tempered is the light ! It 
is a pofitive relief in this country to be without 
the glare of funfhine occafionally. Nature 
feems to retire, as it were, that (he may come 
forth again in brighter array. How pleafant is 
this feclufion ! More than once I have laid 
afide my book and paced the floor to afk myfelf 
why I am fo happy. Now that's a procedure 
which betrays one's nationality. It argues that 
very '' thinking too precifely " to which the 
melancholy Dane afcribed his irrefolution — a 
truly Northern over-confcioufiiefe. " Who but 
an Englifh philofopher," afks Sterne, " would 
have fent notice of it to the brain ? " Yet one 
may rightfully look inward when alone. I 
confider the great proof of the fuperior power 
of women over every other attradbion, is that 
they abfolutely charm to fleep this metaphyiical 
reftleflhefs. The moft intenfe perfonality can 
be thus fubdued for a time. We were made 

** In all enjoyments elfe 
Superior and unmoved, here only weak 
Againft the charm of beauty's powerful glance.*' 

It feems as if a pitying angel Ibmetimes re- 
aflured the heart. Scenes of the paft have 
flitted before me continually, all repofing in 
mellow light. The forms of the beautiful and 
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loved have frruled from their diftant homes, 
the fever of defire has cooled, and a tranquil 
hope arifen. It is well thus to ftep afide and 
be alone; it is at times a moral neceffity. 
Privacy has its own joys ; perhaps rainy days 
were ordained to fecure them. I believe men 
that are wholly gregarious can neither think 
nobly nor love deeply. '' That man, in my 
opinion," fays Montaigne, " is very miferable 
who has not at home where to be by himfelf, 
where to entertain himfelf alone, or to conceal 
himfelf from others." '' Nella focieta," writes 
Fofcolo, " fi legge molto, non fi medita, e fi 
copia ; parlando fempre, fi fvapora quella bile 
generofa che (a, fentire, penfare e fcriver forta- 
mente; per balbettar molte lingue, fi balbetta 
anche la propria." They are but fuperficial 
pbfervers who deem the occafional hermit a 
cold egotift. Mary Wolftencraft, whatever may 
be thought of her theories, had no common 
difcernment and feeling, and (he moft truly re- 
marks that '' folitude and refle<ftion are neceflary 
to give to wiflies the force of paffions and to 
enable the imagination to enlarge the obje6l and 
make it more defirable.'* Thus do I reafon 
and quote authorities to juftify my prefent con- 
tent. So happy, and not by ! Yes j when 

love is a high principle of affinity it is its own 
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reward ; it enters into the very foul, Richter's 
wife, after her firft interview with him, before 
a word had been uttered on the fubje£l of love 
or marriage, felt her deftiny achieved, and told 
her father that fhe could be happy henceforth 
even if (he few him no more. The reverence 
and tendernefs of her nature had found its legi* 
timate objed and this brought harmony and 
peace. Would that a more gradual develop- 
ment were permitted the women of my coun- 
try ! Why fhould the outward afbivity of life 
there whirl them alfo from their true good ? A 
more fecluded and individual being would refult 
in richer and truly feminine graces. De Toc- 
queville, one of the few who thought while he 
obferved our republic, difcovered an important 
fz& 'y and his alluflon to it fhows the infight of 
the philofopher while it recognizes the want of 
the poet : " American women begin to reaibn 
very early. There is fcarcely time for the me- 
ditation which precedes and accompanies great 
emotions of the heart." Accordingly I have 
always perceived the greateft depth of fentiment 
among married women at home, whofe hearts 
experience had deepened or forrow touched. 
♦ ♦♦«♦♦ 
The peculiar charm of Shakefpeare's women 
lies in the probability of their characters. Our 
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credulity is tafked, for the moft part, by the 
fituadons in which they are placed, but their 
perfonal excellencies are ib very human and 
coniiftent that we yield with joy to the illufion 
and eaflly come to regard them as zStusi ex- 
iftences. In love efpecially, do they ** conform 
the fhow of things to the defires of the foul." 
Its development in each cafe takes place ac- 
cording to the laws of individuality. Portia, 
who is all magnanimity and pofTefTed of that 
fuftaining energy which made her *^ queen o'er 
herfelf," is won by love to a kind of luxurious 
felf-renunciation : 

^< Happieft of all, is that her gentle fpirit 
Commits itfelf to yours, 'to be dire6led, 
As from her lord, her governor, her king." 

The blithfome Rofalind — a creature with 
whom *' to fleet the time as in the golden age," 
follows a native tendency when {he endeavours 
to reafon fportively of a fentiment which would 
be oppreffive to fuch a nature if met in a more 
ferious temper : ^' Love is merely madnefs, and 
I tell you deferves as well a dark houfe and a 
whip as madmen do ; and the reafon why they 
are not fo punifhed and cured is, that the lunacy 
is fo ordinary that the whippers are in love too." 

Helena, with her firmnefs of purpofe and 
finglenefs of heart, illuftrates the vitality of true 
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love under every difcouragement. In the ex- 
altation of the fentiment, unreciprocated as it is, 
flie finds her reward : 

^' Indian-like^ 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The fun, that looks upon his worfliipper. 
But knows of him no more/* 

Defdemona, whofe love unkindnefs can never 
taint, proves how fiiblime may be the faith of 
affection. 

Miranda, with her unperverted inftin£ts, re* 
cognizes at once the mate of her foul, and can- 
not be made to believe that one more kindred 
can be |bund in all that world to which fhe is 
fo utterly a ftranger : 

** My afFe6Uons are then moft humble ; 

I have no ambition, to fee a goodlier man.*' 

Imogen is an example of the completenefs of 
genuine love. Life has for her but one centre, 
around which all its minor interefts revolve. 
She declares herfelf 

** Not comforted to live 
But that there is this jewel in the world 
That I may fee again,** 

What a glorious contraft between Cordelia 
and Cleopatra ! ** The wrangling queen whom 
eveiything becomes," embodies in the moft 
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vivid and dazzling manner the wa3nvardnefs, 
caprice, and voluptuous phafes of the fentiment 
in its "unchaftened freedom;** whilft Lear's 
modeft daughter is a perfe<fi illuftration of that 

<' Tardinefs in nature 
That often leaves the hiftory unfpoke 
That it intends to do." 

Juliet is love perfonified. With her it be- 
comes a principle, the abfolute element of her 
foul: 

" My bounty is as boundlefs as the Tea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee 
The more I have, for both are infinite." 

Though Shakefpeare often portrays love as 
created through the medium of the fenfes, how 
eloquently he vindicates it from mere fencifiil- 
nefs and fenfuality ! In his characters it exifts 
as a grand moral reality — eliciting the nobleft 
powers of the foul, and warming into tranfcen- 
dent beauty every latent grace and holy gift. 
To thefe loyal, graceftil, tender and modeft 
women, let the fceptical ever turn. True they 
are beautiful abftracflions — the ideals of the fex 
— yet who feels not that they have a divine 
" touch of nature** by which they are allied to 
humanity ? Who cannot find traces of them in 
the living ? Who will not cherifli the belief 
that their counterparts adlually exift ? 
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** The pangs of defpifed love," fays the 
Prince, in enumerating the reafbns for a volun- 
tary exit from this troubled iphere. He could 
fcarcely have referred to an individual rejection, 
for Ophelia, the feir, the gentle, the refined, 
whofe intellecfi was jarred into difcord by the 
unkindred influences of the world — Ophelia 
loved him. He had in view rather the incon- 
gruity of the fentiment itfelf, the rarity of its 
recognition, the exceeding minority of thofc . 
who can ardently, and without hefitation, brave 
felfifhnefs and circumftance to realize its com- 
pletenefs. To the true man, to him who thinks 
and feels with integrity and eameftnefs, woman 
is the leaven of exiftence. She confirms his 
nobleft attributes, and invades, like a funbeam, 
the cold dimnefs of time. Through her in- 
fluence the fpell of ambition is overcome, and 
the grafp of avarice loofened, the pure glow of 
childhood renewed, and every generous element 
ihfenfibly foftered. Baflled tendemefs is the 
fiireft and moft univerfal motive to fcepticifin. 
The prieft at God's altar bows in filent prayer 
before he enters on his miniftration ; the bard 
goes into the lonely foreft, or befide the moonlit 
ftream, to deepen his thoughts for utterance ; 
and if woman had but a faint confcioufnefs 
of her fpiritual agency, with a no lefs inftinftive 
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wifilom would fhe turn to Heaven, for guidance 
in her fublime vocation. 

** They know not what they do/* is the beft 
plea fhe can oiFer in extenuation of her errors. 
Unblinded by vanity, for how much of moral 
evil would fhe be accountable ? Landor &ys 
a man's heart is feniitive in proportion to its 
greatnefs; it only needs an adequate fenfe of 
the abfolute value of a great heart, to awe the 
beings who can fway its emotions into reverence 
and confideration j better live in ignorance of 
the Iweets of conquefl, and never know the 
pride of beauty, than feel the fecret and keen 
remorfe of trifling with the moil god-like of 
things. Every autobiography — ^hiftory itfelf, 
when written from its primeval fources, proves 
that the m^htieil agencies are the mofl latent. 
The hidden wild flower exhales a perfume 
more delicate and fweet than the flaunting or- 
naments of the gardens, and no philo(bphic eye 
can fcan the machinery of fbciety without dis- 
covering that its main fprings are the " con- 
cealed treafures of a man locked up in woman's 
love." They are the fources whence the 
grandefl and moft pervading fong, the deepefl 
flrains of the compofer, the loftieft deeds of the 
hero, and the pureft integrity of the man of 
honour, ever fpring. Human grief has found its 
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moft plaintive utterance, truth its moft vigorous 
defence, and life its moft beautiful interpreta- 
tion from the afFe£lions. The grave and con- 
fiftent bearing of thoughtful manhood, the holy 
enthufiafm of youth, the ferene wifdom of age, 
are all blended with thofe feelings which Byron 
defcribes as the ocean to the river of thought. 
Some channel of merely human afTociation was 
requiiite to enable the fpiritual to conquer the 
mortal, to link the fympathies of a child of clay 
to immortality, and to fuch an office human 
love was ordained. The fyftem of the Pla- 
tonifts, the teachings of poets from the earlieft 
time, the diflum of all high philofophy, the 
voice of the foul herfelf, when clearly audible — 
all our moft a£i:uating experience points to this 
truth. 

Hear one of the chief modem apoftles of 
reality. ** Your poor Werter blowing out his 
diftrafted exiftence becaufe Charlotte will not 
have the keeping thereof — ^this is no peculiar 
phafis ; it is fimply the higheft expreffion of a 
phafis traceable wherever one human creature 
meets another." 

Yes, there is vaft reafon for the prominence 
of love in human aflairs, and for the eiTential 
relation it fuftains to all that interefts the mind 
in literature and art. Is it not a ^' glow which 
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to (hut inward is a confuming pain ? ** The 
very fmile with which its difcufHon is met, the 
badinage of fociety in regard to its details, the 
lightfome manner in which its follies are re- 
hearfed, prove that it may be a thbg too icjemn 
and oppreffivc for ordinary life. We cannot 
but feel that 

" There is in love 
A confecrated power, that feems to wake 
Only at the touch of death, from its repofe 
In the profoundeft depths of thinking fouls/* 

Men of fentiment are generally men of humour. 
We naturally turn to the quaint and the gay for 
relief from the preffure of emotion, feeling that 
** that way madnefs lies." In the inmoft fanc- 
tuary of the heart, where its native traits have 
never been fubdued> a voicelefs worfliip is 
maintained for the myfterious principle, through 

which 

** as tale and hiftory tell. 
And fculptured marble grey. 
And oracle and feftal rite 
Surviving man's decay. 
Through which all things are beautiful. 
And peaceable and ftrong, 
And joy from every thing is bom. 
And mercy conquers wrong." 

We vifited the colle<9:ion again to-day. 

f The* enjoyment of art depends greatly upon the 
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exifting mood. In fome ftates of mind and 
health, there is jfomething oppreffive in the 
feireft natural fcenes. One of our brilliant 
American days has often zffe&ed me thus pain- 
fully. The exceeding freflmefs of iky, herbage 
and air, bring too exciting an impreffion unlefs 
the fpirits are high. In fuch weather one is 
conftantly impelled to mount a horfe. There 
is a want of neutral tints, a certain buoyancy 
of the elements exhilarating when met by glad- 
fome a&ivity, but otherwife difcordant and un- 
genial. The ** fober livery " is then moft wel- 
come; thus, too, a mind at eafe can beft 
relifh the quiet miniftry of art. We were pre- 
cifely in the vein to-day. The comments of 

were delightful. He has a deep love of 

the beautiful, and boundlefs human fympathy. 
He needed no wifer interpreter; where the 
pencil had been true to nature, where grace 
and feeling hallowed the canvafs, how inflantly 
he recognized it! How much fweeter the 
artlefs impref&ons of fuch a pure and loving 
fpirit, than the pedantic jargon of the connoif- 
feur ! We flood long before a portrait of Al- ' 
fieri. From the back of this piAure I copied 
his true and expreffive fonnet that fo well de- 
fcribes the trials of baffled enthufiafm. There 
is vaft meaning in thefe lines : — 
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'* Irato fempre, e non maligno mai. 
La mente e il cor ineco in perpetua lite t 
Per lo piu mefto, e talor lieto aflai/* 

S , who was with us, like all phyfiologifts, 

has a very fummary way of deciding fuch 
problems of character. With what provoking 
complacency thefe gentlemen approach the 
myfteries of the foul ; as if the fcalpel had even 
penetrated beyond fecondary caufes ! A deli- 
cate organization, fiiy they, renders the percep- 
tions refined ; hence reality often difgufts, and 
the world of imagination is fought as a needful 
confolation. This is contrary to the laws of 
our nature, according to which reaibn fhould 
be paramount ; when feeling and fancy ufurp 
its dominion, the nerves are weakened, the tone 
of health lowered, and life abbreviated. Thus 
they begin and end with phyfical caufes, and 
the great moral deduced is to bring up children 
in habits of exercife, and teach them to fhun 
meditative habits and novel reading. Horatio's 
temperament is unqueftionably very defirable, 
" the blood and judgment well commingled ;" 
but one can fcarcely liften with patience to 

S , when he attempts to difcourfe on the 

myfteries of life. Becaufe he is hale, equable 
in his feelings, and content to be abfbrbed in 
inveftigating the habits of fbme fhell-fifh with 
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an unpronounceable latin name; becaufe his 
confcioufhefs reveals no tender and myfiic emo- 
tion, he thinks there are no '^ more things in 
heaven and earth, than are dreamed of in his 
philofophy." 
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CHAPTER III. 

^HE morning broke grey and hea- 
vily. As we tarried at a huge 
gateway for a paiTenger, I fat 
wrapped in my cloak in a corner 
of the coach feeling as defolate as if exiled for 
ever from all that endears life. The flower- 
girl of whom I have fo often bought geraniums 
and violets, paflfed with her richly-laden bafket. 
She threw me a bouquet, and her buon viaggio^ 
cheerily uttered as (he fped nimbly on, iirft 
eflFe£bually aroufed me. At length the impa- 
tient vetturino ufhered his laggard prey, a ** lit- 
tle man in black,*' into the vehicle. He took 
his feat with a very gentlemanly falutation, and 
then gazed intently up at one of the windows 
of the houfe. A pale, fair countenance ap- 
peared ; a white hand waved, the carri^e 
moved rapidly on. I faw the ftranger wipe 
tears from his eyes, Prefently, he turned to- 
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ward me and began an animated converfation* 
Ere long, however, we both clofed our eyes 
and became abforbed in our own thoughts. 
What a long day's ride ! As we wound flowly 
among the mountains, a fentiment of deep me- 
lancholy poflefled me. I could not fee life in 
a cheerful afpefl. It feemed to me as if what 
is richeft, moft exalted within us, muft be per- 
petually repreffed. To live only for one's felf, 
to confume years in a round of petty cares and 
amufements having reference only to perfonal 
ends — how barren — ^joylefs ! Even the pur- 
fiiit of knowledge is unattra£tive except as a 
means. Muft the beautiful be renounced? 
Cannot will, imagination, and feeling redeem 
the a£tual? If, indeed, the law of human 
deftiny be to facriiice the ideal at the altar of 
neceffity — is it ordained that we (hall be thwart- 
ed in all our afpirations, baffled in our beft 
affedions ? I no longer wondered at monaftic 
life, and looked with complacency upon every 
convent we pafled. **Methought the cowl 
would fit me well." At the miferable town of 
, where we dined, Signor , my fel- 
low-traveller, propofed vifiting the church to 
fee a celebrated tomb. We found it furmounted 
by the embalmed buft of a bifhop. The fea- 
tures were diftorted but remarkably preferved. 
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An interefting converi^tion beginning with 
death and ending with love enfued. I was not 
long in difcovering that the gentleman was a 

political refugee. His emotion at leaving , 

iprung from the extraordinary kindnefs he had 
experienced from a family who had long af- 
forded him an afylum. His ftory made me 
realize the university of thofe trials which we 
are fo apt to deem peculiar. As evening ap- 
proached, I grew more at peace with myfelf. 
The funfet was beautiful amid the lovely hills, 
and it Toothed my mind. I rejoiced that my 
feelings were not fuffered to find utterance, 
that they had been thus feafonably curbed, and 
that neither honour nor peace had been invaded. 
I looked on the toil-worn peafants joyous over 
their wine j I liftened to the village-girls fill- 
ing as they came from the hill-fide balancmg 
their water-pitchers on their heads. I imbibed 
the clear tranquillity, the balmy repofe of twi- 
light, and grew refigned and hopefiil. The 
fpirit of love was abroad. I feemed to feel her 
brooding wings and was content. How very 
palatable at fupper were the enormous roaft 
cheftnuts 1 A high wind arofe after dark, and 
our hoft, a {haggily-drefled mountaineer, made 
a large fire in the huge chimney. It was 
a vaft chamber — the floor ftone, the walls 
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weather-ftained, and the furniture fcanty, the 
whole fcene was precifely fuch as Mrs. Rad- 
clifFe is fond of defcribing. As a matter of 
courfe, we talked of ghofts and robbers, thefe 
peribnages haunted my flumbers, among other 
things, I dreamed that our carriage was flopped 
by a party of brigands, with the muzzles of 
their guns at our heads, our perfons and trunks 
were thoroughly ranfacked, I was aftonifhed 
at my own indifference, methought I could 
not manage to feel a refpe£lable tremor at 
the romantic danger of our pofition ; when 
happening to glance at an adjoining thicket, I 
defcried a group of prifoners over whom three 
brigands flood guard, and among them was 
— — ! I rufhed to her fide, but was inflantly 
feized and bound. Then I began to plead, 
and finally was allowed to become her fubfli- 

tute, while fhe was to return to , in our 

carriage and fend a ranfom. Methought days 
pafTed and nothing was heard from her. My 
exiflence fhe deemed, it appeared, quite unim- 
portant ! I was willing (fb feemed it in my 
vifion) to depart ; I exulted at the thought that 
through me fhe was free ! My captors grew 
impatient and I was led out to die. It was ex- 
adly fuch an evening as I had jufl enjoyed fo 
highly. I flood in a defolate cleft of the hilk. 
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The brigands aimed their muflcets. I gazed a 
moment at the ferene and rofy firmament, and 
the green earth, and then clofed my eyes upon 
life. " Siete pronto ?" (Are you ready ?) mut- 
tered the leader in harfh tones. I replied afEr* 
matively. A profound filence followed. I 
awaited the deadly charge, ailonifhed at the 
delay. Again the fame voice was audible, *' E 
molto tarde^ ftgnore^* (It is very late, fir). I 
opened my eyes, and beheld ftaring me in the 
face, our brown and bearded vetturino with a 
little cup of coffee in his hand ! The good 
fellow had awakened me according to promife. 
% % % % m m 
She would have rung for lights, but I checked 
the movement. As the twilight flole upon us, 
and the glowing embers jufl enabled me to 
trace every change of expreffion, while flicker- 
ing fhadows danced upon the wall, I felt it was 
an hour fnatched from relentlefs fate. I fhrunk 
at the thought of breaking the fpell. I was 
atoning for the day's gloom. On flowers at 
length was the foot of Time falling. There 
fhe fat ! In her attitude was gentlenefs and 
reverence ; in her eyes truth. The gentlenefs 
was from her nature, the reverence for the 
thoughts we had fummoned — the truth from 
the reality of our moods. Sometimes her 
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hands were crofled upon her bofom ; fome- 
titnes the right fupported her head, and over 
the white fingers fell the rich hair. Ere£l or 
bent forward, penfive or playful, in each mo- 
tion there was grace, in each glance fenfibility ! 
We ipoke of deftiny — of fame — of iympathy — ^ 
of death— of love. Serene was our commu- 
nion. Chapters of life were rehearfed ; fuper- 
ftitious feelings confeffed, charafters analyzed, 
verfes quoted, caftles in the air built. Yet 
had we no community of intereft, no fellow- 
fhip of deftiny, no mutual hopes or fears. But 
calm delight ftole over me; grim doubts re- 
treated ; content, temporary but pure con- 
tent, was born, I was re-affured, folaced, in- 
fpired : I had drunk at a iweet fountain : I 
had laid my brow upon a confecrated altar : I 
had fent forth my conftrained and dormant 
fympathies, as a fliepherd at dawn lets loofe 
his flock upon a green fward. 

There was a revival of the dim and an exal- 
tation of the caft down. With a quiet heart I 
walked homeward, mufing upon the bleflings 
of life — of the funfliine, and the pleafant breeze, 
relifliing vi^ds, and quaint thoughts, cheerful 
tales, generous companions, honourable duties, 
j^reeable walks and noble deeds, but above all 
—of feir and kindly women. 
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Three days in Switzerland, and the greater 
part of them fpent in a diligence, afford but 
limited opportunities for obfervation. Yet I 
have received very definite impreflions. The 
elafticity of the tranfparent air, the vivid tints 
of the plains and magnificent amphitheatre of 
mountains, though briefly enjoyed, at once cap- 
tivated my fenfes and left lafting pictures on 
my memory. I thought at every interval of 
abftracS^ion from the prefent fcene, of my 
friends j and my mufings were uniformly hap- 
py. My imagination rejeded the idea of a 
permanent feparation, and a deep conviftion of 
future happinefs occupied my mind. 

" Things without remedy 
Should be without regard." 

Abfence is not neceflfarily a caufe of mifery. 
" Diftance," fays fome one, " injures true love 
Icfs than nearnefs,*' The fentimentalift was 
not fo very abfurd who excufed himfelf for 
not vifiting his miftrefs, by faying he ftaid away 
to think of her. Reminifcence is the great 
fource of poetry. A profpe£t, a friend's Ib- 
ciety, a rich experience may be too exciting at 
the moment of enjoyment, to allow the foul to 
take cognizance of its own emotions. It is 
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when we revoke the paft, and its images foft- 
ened by diftance come back upon the heart, 
that we fee them in the pure light of confcious 
love. What a proof is this of the capacities of 
the inward life, of the eternal principles in- 
volved in thought and affection ! It is now 
the fafhion to difparage Byron as a reftlefs fpi- 
rit whofe fevered verfe refle£ls no true impref- 
fions. Yet how few bards excel him in con- 
veying the feeling an objed inipires. He de- 
fines by feniation. As I leaned over the bridge 
at Geneva, and faw the indigo hue of the lake, 
and the peculiar fhooting play of the waves, 
the meaning of one line in Childe Harold was 
completely realized. I underftood, as never 
before, the fignificance of the phrafe which, 
letting abfolute fenfe at defiance, gives the ex- 
ad idea of the fpe<5lator. 

" The blue nilhing of the arrowy Rhone." 

I heard an anecdote that evening of the 
poet, which was very charafteriflic, and quite 
new to me. When at Pifa, his lordfhip found 
it difficult to keep up his pra<S^ice with the 
piflol on account of the objeftions of his 
neighbours and the municipal regulations of 
the place. He, therefore, by the aid of a fmall* 
gratuity, obtained permiffion from a farmer in 
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the vicinity to {hoot at a mark in his paddocks 
On the occafion of his firft vifit to the pre- 
mifes, the peafant's daughter, a very pretty con- 
tadinaj accofted the bard after the genial man-* 
ner of her country. She wore in her bofbm a 
frefhly-plucked rofe with two buds attached to 
the ftem. Byron fportively a(ked her to give 
him the flower. She hefitated, and blufhed* 
He inftantly turned to his companion and re- 
hearfed in Engli(h a very natural tale of humble 
and virtuous love, bitterly contrafting the ap- 
parent loyalty of this feir ruftic with women in 
high life. Then, with perfed ferioufnefs, he 
again afked for the rofe as a token of iympathy 
for an unloved exile. His manner and words 
moved the girl to tears. She handed him the 
rofe with a look of compaffion, and filently 
withdrew. The incident aroufed his latent 
fuperftition. He was loft in a reverie for feve- 
ral minutes and then inquired of his friend if 
he remembered that RouiTeau confefTed throw- 
ing ftones at a tree to teft the profpe£ls of his 
future happinefs. The flower was devoted to 
a iimilar ordeal. It was carefully attached to 
an adjacent pale, and Byron having withdrawn 
feveral paces, declared his intention of fevering 
-one of the buds from the ftalk at one fire* He 
looked very carefully to his priming and aimed 
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with great iirmnefs and deliberation. The 
ball cut the bud neatly off, and juft grazed the 
leaves of the rofe. A bright fmile illumined 
the poet's countenance, and he rode back to 
Pifa in a flow of fpirits. 

'* Senfe and fenfibility ! ** Are they, indeed, 
eilentially oppofed to each other ? Very clearly 
has Jane Auftin folved the problem. She is 
defcribed by her biographer as a woman of 
ftrong aiFe£tions and high principles. Her no* 
vels fufEciently evidence her talent. There is 
an undeniable truth in her pi£l:ures of the heart. 
She has finely illuftrated the difference between 
captivation and fympathy — between graces that 
inthral the foul through the fenfes and traits 
of character which gradually win veneration, 
confidence and love. The permanent and 
temporary elements of the fentiment are well 
brought out, and the ferene and wholefome 
bond of habit ftrikingly contrafted with the fe- 
verifli ipell of novelty. 

I went to a foiree with P , a month 

ago. He fung a duet with a very iweet-look- 
ing woman. Her tones came fo richly to my 
ear, that I was induced attentively to note her 

appearance. As we walked home, I told P 

fhe was the prettieft girl in the aflembly. *'Do 
you think fo ?" he inquired. I was vexed at 
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his indifference, and became quite warm in eu- 
logizing her attradiions. He has known her 
from childhood, and defcribes her difpofition as 
perfed. My remarks evidently made him re- 
fle£l. To-day he came to me to announce his 
engagement, and I was amufed to difcover that 
he had been unconfcious of the prize within his 
grafp until thus accidentally made to realize it. 
Familiarity had blinded him. ** The Loan of 
a Lover" is bafed upon this curious efteft of 
habit ; and there are more Benedicks and Bea- 
trices in the world ** too wife to woo peacea- 
bly," than we are apt to imagine, the ma- 
chinery of whofe affections muft be fet a-going 
by a friendly hand, or roufed to conicioufnefs 
by a fortunate incident or enlivening difpute — 
anything, in fliort, that will bring about recog- 
nition. "We can all begin freely," fays the 
heroine of '* Pride and Prejudice," " a flight 
preference is natural ; but there are very few 
of us who have heart enough to be really in 
love without encouragement." 
Of this matter 

" Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made 
That only wounds by hearfay." 

Prudence hardly feemeth to me a virtue un- 
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lefs fublimated by high motives. That the 
fame cautious inftinft which flowly emiches 
the trader contented only to *' poke about for 
pence," fhould be deemed applicable to the 
heart's afpirations is abfurd and facrilegious. 
Yet thus what are called fenfible and corrcft 
men talk. In their view fools alone (acrifice 
profperity to enthufiafm. The lofs of (bcial 
confideration and the aflumption of expenfe are 
evils, in their opinion, infinitely beyond any 
fpiritual need. Fa£i often lends apparent fup- 
port to (uch a creed, but the noble foul impa- 
tiently rejeds it. How depreffing thefe hope- 
lefs and literal arguments ! Like the whirlwind 
of the defert, they blight all the verdure of life. 
'' As a man thinketh, fo is he." Forget not 
this, ye careful idolaters of comfort and pofi* 
tion. Better the fimplicity ye contenm, and 
the privations ye fo flrongly depift, than the 
quenching of all holy fire, and the paffing away 
of that fenfibility to beauty and truth through 
which what is immortal within us is kept con* 
(cious and alive. 

There is great truth in this verfe of a new 
but genuine poet : 

** He, who for love has undergone 

The worft that can befall. 

Is happier thoufand-fold than one 

Who never loved at all 5 
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A grace within his foul has reigned, 
Which nothing elfe can bring — 
Thank God for ail that I have gained. 
By that high fuiFering ! '' — 

There is an intuitive wifdom above the lef- 
fons of the world. There are inward fadls 
that outweigh feeming reality. Oracles dwell 
in the hearts of the unperverted, whofe elo- 
quence drowns the hollow murmurs of time. 
Go from the arid and deprefling converfe of one 
of thefe experienced counfellors who " live by 
bread alone/* and walk beneath majeftic trees. 
Every wave of their ancient boughs refutes 
the fordid maxims that weigh upon thy fpirit. 

The funfhine that chequers the pathway, 
the blue fky difcernible through the overhang- 
ing umbrage, the frefh air that fans thee with 
its limitlefs wings— do they not all whifper of 
hope, and confirm thy trufl in the benign ifTues 
of every noble impulfe ? '* Nature never did 
betray the heart that loved her." And when 
fpeaks fhe in tones of deeper fignificance than 
at feafons confecrated to high and earnefl feel- 
ing ? Art thou not then nearer her myfleries ? 
Set free by an abfbrbing fentiment from the 
thrall of habit and the dominion of confciouf- 
nefs, comes there not on every dafhing wave 
and flarry gleam, blefl afTurances and cheering 
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intimations ? Does not the law of neceffity 
feem to flit from the univerfe ? Springs there 
not up in the bofom a new fenfe of the miniftry 
of Nature ? Look we not forth upon meadow 
and foreft, the mofs-clump and pebbly inlet, 
brooding fhadow and dazzling waterfall, with 
a fentiment of relation and aflinity alike novel 
and delightful ? Then our hearts beat in uni- 
fon with the fpirit of love of which thefe are 
emblems. They refpond to and fandtion the 
emotions we breathe. 

I came home yefterday, perplexed and fad. 
One whom I had caufe to efteem, had compla- 
cently rehearfed the dreary proverbs of utility, 
and arrayed before me countlefs inftances of 
the death of faith amid harfh experiences. It 
feemed as if life afforded no fcope for exalted 
defire, as if wifdom and truth combined to fet 
afide as wholly irrelevant and unreal the eter- 
nal pleadings of the heart.. To efcape the dif- 
truftful mood that weighed upon me, I opened 
the ** Winter's Tale." Confoling genius ! art 
thou not ordained of heaven ? Shall I fufFer 
meaner fouls to alarm my truft, when at thy 
feet I can renew it for ever ? A ruftic home 
was around me, "Violets dim" flied a deli- 
cious perfume. I iaw a fair fcion of royalty 
that had *' ranged with humble livers in con- 
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tent," and grown fair and true in the healthful 
embrace of nature, and now a new-born affec- 
tion had crowned her graces with tendemefs. 
An old courtier faid to her — 

** You know 
Profperity's the very bond of love, 
Whofe fre(h complexion and whofe heart together 
Affliaion alters." 

Perdita's reply, fo Cmply beautiful, came 
like an echo from above ; 

** One of thefe is true j 

I think affliaion may fubdue the cheek. 

But not take in the mind/^ 
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CHAPTER IV. 

>HE Englifh colony here gave a 
fine pic-nic yefterday. We left 
town in carriages, foon after day- 
break. The great drawback to 
our pleafure was a kind of (lege we endured at 

the wretched village of • A crowd of 

be^ars maimed, difeafed, and half-naked, col- 
leded beneath the locanda windows, and rent 
the air with their cries. We diftributed food 
and money among them, but the fierce ftrug- 
gle that enfued was appalling. Grey-haired 
men and ragged urchins, women feared with 
age and black from negle<5l and expofure, lay 
in the duft, fcrambling for every gratuity, like 
wild beafts, while the fcreams of the half- 
finothered children were unnoticed in the up- 
roar. It was a revolting fpeftacle, and occur- 
ring in the midft of that fertile region, reminded 
us of the primeval curfe. 
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The perfe£lion of a ride, feems to me to 
follow a good road between the fea and a range 
of mountains* In view of the two moft fub- 
lime objeds of Nature, the breeze. from the 
hills mingling with the briny gale, the effeA is 
highly exhilarating. How much is fuch enjoy- 
ment enhanced by the prefence of thofe we 
love ! It is true we were not alone ; but there 
are times when promifcuous fociety only enables 
us more keenly to realize our particular fym- 
pathies. The landfcape around filled us with 
peaceful thoughts, and the delightful air frefli- 
ened every countenance. There was manifeft, 
too, that fubdued feeling fo confonant with 
^' thoughts too deep for tears." I turned my 
gaze from the fparkling waters and the verdant 
hill-fides to the kindly faces, and read in thofe 
deep and foft eyes all for which my heart 
longed. The freedom and beauty of Nature 
feemed to have utterly difpelled the indefinable 
alloy which has hitherto marred our unity of 
fentiment. The arrangements of the party kept 
us continually feparate, and from morning until 
night only words of ordinary courtefy pafled be- 
tween us. Yet in feveral general difcuflions 
which enfued, we improved the occafion to utter 
opinions and fancies to which a particular but 
unbetrayed fignificance attached. An amufing 
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circumftance occurred after dinner. It fo hap- 
pened that Lady C- (who is very lively and 

agreeable) and myfelf found ourfelves during a 
' liftlefs ftroU, In the vicinity of a beautiful fir- 
tree. The turf around was covered with wild 
flowers, and the fhade at that hour feemed quite 
inviting. We fpread a large fhawl upon the 
ground and fat down to finifh a fomewhat ani- 
mated debate on the fubjeft of Catholicifm. I 
ftoutly defended many of the rites and peculi- 
arities of mother church, and her ladyfhip was 
inclined to be very fecetious. At length we 
came to auricular confeffion. This fhe agreed 
with me had its advantages, and was not with- 
out a legitimate bafis in the wants and trials of 
our nature ; but to a friend, (he argued, we 
could more appropriately ** make a clean breaft'* 
than to any prieft in Chriftendom. She even 
claimed the office for her own fex. In vaini 
reprefented their inability to keep a fecret, and 
the danger of confeffion under fuch aufpices 
taking too fentimental a turn. She was play- 
fully obftinate, and at length propofed that we 
ihould try the experiment, in order that I might 
fee how aptly a woman could fulfil the tafk. 
She folded the fhawl gracefully about her, and 
afTumed a very dignified look, then flanding in 
a liflening attitude, which was far from unbe- 
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coining, direded me to kneel before her and 
commence my penitential tale. I had juft taken 
this pofidon and began a grotefque narrative, 
when a noife like fupprefled breathing caught 
my ear. At the fame moment a merry laugh 
was heard and the whole party broke in upon 
our retirement. The tableau^ though repeat- 
edly explained, was too good a joke to pa& in 
filence, and we were bantered about it all the 
way home. 

Ik * % 4k % % 

It is ftrange that fo much reftleflheis can 
obtain, without a particle of remorfe ! That 
feems the only legitimate caufe of fuch keen 
uneafmefs. For days and months I have lived 
in retirement. The men and women around 
me were like fhadows, I have avoided all a£- 
fociation with my race beyond what courtefy 
demands, I have read in the ftillnefs of my 
chamber, or wandered forth to obtain inward 
quiet by phyfical aftivity and external obje£ls. 
This way of life may have been ufelefs, yet it 
ibmetimes yields a certain vague tranquillity. 
It is true, deep and craving fympathies will 
mine, as it were, into the heart, yet when 
one is confcious of a falfe pofition, but feels 
that to be a looker-on in life, demands a mar- 
tyr's patience, there is a difficult problem to 
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folve. Yet not for the broad ftrife of ambi- 
tion, nor for the highway of pleafure, fhould we 
pine. Somewhat I ah-eadjr know of both — 
enough to convince me that the fruit they bear, 
when exclufively purfued, may turn to duft on 
the lips. A fequeftered but intenfe experience, 
a private but fatisfying aftivity is the need of 
many a (pirit. We can gather mental food at 
will, but the banquet may be folitary. Ah ! 
literature with all its pleafing influences, only 
whets the foul's defires. From the page that 
records the ideal of high deeds and requited 
love, we turn to life for the reality, and what 
do we find there ? " Glimpfes that make us 
lefs forlorn," but only glimpfes. It is awful to 
refle<9: that ardour of purfuit may almoft inca- 
pacitate man for companionfhips. We may 
intenfify our ftandard of good until inftead of a 
houfehold fire, it becomes a ftar that mocks while 
it allures, far, far above us in the cold (ky ! I 
came hither again. Methought the fcene 
could be regarded with equanimity. Often 
had I trod once more, in fancy, thofe accuf- 
tomed walks, and imagined that I looked upon 
them with ferenity — that the beacon of Peace, 
at laft, had fuperfeded that of Hope, fo that I 
fhould mingle with fuch influences with an 
even pulfe and a clear eye. No fuch vidlory 
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has been achieved, for the wants of our nature 
are inalienable. I have been calm indeed, but 
a fenfe of ifolation, a pang at any incident or 
allufion, made me aware that the thrall was 
yet upon me. In this mood I went to the 

theatre, played Hamlet. When 

excited, as in the interview with the queen, my 
foul found relief — echoing the mournful indig- 
nation he breathed ; but in the meditative part, 
his appearance was fo mechanical, he feemed fo 
little in earheft, that the imprefHon was loft. 
To fpeculate is thought a very cool effort of 
the mind ; but there is fuch a thing as eager, 
impaffioned fpeculation; when we turn upon 
the feeling that o'ermafters us and queftion its 
phafes, as the navigator traces on the chart the 
diredtion and ifTue of the current that is bear- 
ing him irrefiftibly onward. Thus mufed the 

prince of Denmark. failed to identify 

himfelf with this view of the charafter, but 
his tones and attitudes were moft eloquent of 
noble paffion, when he compared the pidtures 
— '' the mildewed ear blafting his wholefome 
brother," or keenly watched the king at the 
play. This aftor has vaft artiftical merit. He 
reprefents anger, remorfe, pride and valour with 
fuccefs, but is inadequate where pathos or high 
refledion are at work. I think he lacks fenfi- 
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bility. Without this the finer working of love 
and forrow, of thought and confcience, can 
never be thoroughly appreciated, 

****** 

Juft returned from P. 's marriage. The cir- 
cumftances were peculiar, and all prefent knew 
them, fo every fece was grave and not a few 
tearful. One hears continually from Italians 
the proverb, '' ilmatrimonio e la tombe d*amore;*^ 
— not always flippantly uttered, but often fe- 
rioufly announced as a melancholy truth. Few, 
indeed, can declare of their life-companion with 
the 'buried majefly of Denmark' — that '' their 
love was of that dignity that it went hand in 
hand even with the vow once made to her in 
marriage." Such women as Vittoria Colonna, 
and the wives of Donne, Roland and Flaxman, 
would not have become canonized as the 
faints of AfFeftion*s calendar, if they were not 
lovely exceptions to a general rule. How vafl 
is the difference between the love born of ca- 
pricious tendernefs, and the love fortified by 
principle and ennobled by graceful fympathies ! 

J is very fond of fpeculating on the fub- 

]t&. To-day he afTerted that many a fine 
woman had contentedly accepted, on the fcore 
of expediency, men whom they would have re- 
coiled from with difguil, had the appeal been 
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made to their higheft feelings. This is true. 
Every one who is confcious of a foul, cherifhes 
a divine element within^ which can never be 
fhared with any human being on light grounds. 
The greater part even of wjiat are called happy 
marriages, are confummated only in the vefti- 
bule of the heart. To the mafs, perhaps, this 
is an unconfcious evil; but refined and elevated 
natures lofe thereby all rich development. 
When we regard marriage in the light of a 
comfortable fecial inftitution — '' a flieltered ci- 
tizenfhip," as it has been quaintly called, it is 
eafy to believe that the fafeft conne£tions are 
thofe with which the parties have leaft to do. 

" Our indifcretion fometimes ferve us well. 
When our deep plots Co pall." 

Wafhington, whofe wiidom was remarkable, 
ufed to fay that there would be more happy 
matches if unions were arbitrarily ordained by 
the chancellor. In Ruffia a particular day in 
the year is fet apart, when the maidens of a 
certain clafs repair to the public gardens in their 
beft attire, to meet the young mechanics, for 
mutual infpe<3ion. They are accompanied by 
their parents. In this fummary manner are 
wives and hufbands chofen ; and as large a har- 
veft of domeftic felicity accrues as if more time 

were employed in the procefs. J , who is 

a determined celibate, always cites with great 
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undion the felfifh argument of old Burton : 
'' Wedding is wedding ; marrying marrying. 
It is like thofe birds who fed about a cage, and 
fo long as they could fly away at their pleafure, 
liked well of it ; but when taken and might 
not get loofe, though they had the fame meat, 
pined away and would not eat. It is a hin- 
derance to all good enterprizes — ' he hath mar- 
ried a wife and cannot come.' Confider withal 
how heavenly a Angle man is. He hath none 
to control him, is tied to no refidence. How 
well he is entertained, how heartily he is wel- 
come to all his friends. He (hall be invited, 
and have advocates to plead his caufe for no- 
thing." H quoted the concife ftatement 

of an old dramatift, who thus fignificantly dif- 
pofes of the queftion : 

DucA, What do you think of marriage ? 

Anto, I take it as thofe who deny purgatory, 
It locally contains a heaven or hell, 
There is no third place in it. 

*' How delightful," exclaims a female writer, 
'' to love at once with the mind and the heart !" 
Petrarch afcribes to Laura the produdtivenefs of 
his mind : 

S^alcum bel frutto. 
Nafce di me, da voi vien prima il feme. 
In per me fon quafi un terreno afciuto, 
Colto da voi ; e'l pregio e voftro in tutto. 
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Nor IS it requifite that the beloved Ihould 
be an Afpafia thus to infpire. It is enough if 
there is that fuftained moral beauty, that har- 
mony and elevation, that delicacy and truth, 
which awakens reverence while it wins affec- 
tion. The domeftic fweetnefs of Lady Hefketh 
imparting confidence to the unhappy bard of 
Olney, is no lefs an example of womanly power 
than the queenly energy of Zenobia and lia- 
bella, or the holy fortitude of Mary Stuart. 
The negative excellencies of the fex are highly 
efficient in this regard. Hazlitt acutely ob- 
ferves that — " grace in woman, has more efFe£i: 
than beauty. We fometimes fee a certain fine 
felf-poiTeilion and habitual voluptuoufnefs of 
charafter, which repofes on its own fenfations 
and derives pleafure from all around it, that is 
more irrefiftible than any other attraftion." 

I was reminded of this idea on my late ex- 
curfion, for I never faw blandnefs of expreffion 
equal to that which refted on the face of a 
pretty contadina on board the Como boat. The 
weather was favourable for afcending the lake. ' 
I wafted four days at Milan in hopes of fecuring 
a companion, and finally fet out alone to view 
one of the moft fairy fcenes in all Italy. The 
clear water, the cloudlefs iky, the variegated 
fhores, though far lefs piSurefque and bold than 
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the Hudfon, formed together a moft beautiful 
fcene. Yet in fpite of the novel charms of the 
landfcape, I could not keep my eyes from that 
fweet peaiant girl five minutes together. The 
fparkling wine of Afti was circulated. A group 
of Swifs travellers entertained every one with 
their adventures. We were coiiftantly in view 
of delightful nooks, which Nature and Art 
united to form into miniature Edens. The 
houfe of Pliny, the villa of Pafla, and other in- 
terefting localities were fucceffively pafTed, with 
ardent recognition. The exclamations of my 
fellow tourifls as we rounded fome verdant 
knoll, or came fuddenly in view of a terrace- 
garden, fixed my attention momently upon the 
ihore, but no fooner had we glided by, than I 
refumed as covertly as poffible my former oc- 
cupation. She was feated on a low bench. 
Her drefs was of homely material, but very gay 
in colour. Enormous filver knobs gleamed 
amid the raven folds of her hair. A gold neck- 
lace and embroidered mantilla of fhowy white- 
nefs indicated that fhe was returning from a 
feflival. Her complexion was of that rich 
brown induced by expofure to the fun, her eyes 
luflrous, dark and foft, and her mouth fweetly 
expreffive. But there was an innocent ferenity 
in her &.ce, a look of guilelefCiefs and peace, as 
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if the child's fpirit yet brooded over the wo- 
man's heart, that thrilled the rpe£bitor with 
pleafure ; and when an old gentleman pointed 
out the promontory which forms the openmg 
fcene of the Promefft Spofi^ I could not but iden- 
tify this rural queen with Manzoni's heroine. 

Long after fhe left the boat, I mufed upon 
the paffive virtues. Methinks they are ftrangely 
under-rated, particularly in women. There is 
excitement enough in the revolutions of the 
feafons, and in the viciflitudes of life for an ac- 
tive mind and a fenfitive heart. To fuch how 
needful is ferenity ! Wafting, perverting to fuch, 
is aflbciation with quick and impaflioned beings 
who fever inftead of meeting their fympathies. 
Phyfiologifts fay that the law of love is that 
fimilar minds and oppofite temperatures attrad 
each other. There is a kind of moral inceft. 
There are beings unallied by blood but too 
kindred in foul to love happily. Attachment 
may fpring up in wild emotion, but when recog- 
nized and confirmed it becomes calm through 
its very fidnefs. 

" The gods approve 

The depth and not the tumult of the foul." 

One who has often experienced a climax of 
feeling when health and felf-poiTeflion have been 
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thus invaded, naturally (brinks from emotion 
which cannot fail to produce a terrible readtion, 
and is attraSed by gentlenefs and truth more 
healthfully than by brilliancy and fervour. That 
a warrior like Othello, whofe life had been one 
of conftant and exciting adventure, ihould love 
fiich a woman as Defdemona, is moft natural. 
There was a delicious folace, a beautiful repofe 
in fuch an objeft. And how appropriate that a 
melancholy, fpeculative mind, a nature all fen- 
fibility, refinement and thought like Hamlet's, 
fhould find a nucleus in the pure, delicate and 
truflful Ophelia ! What though a gifted man 
is never quite comprehended by her he loves ? 
Where (he cannot fympathize, fhe can vene- 
rate, and he can ever look into her love-beaming 
eyes and exclaim — '* Give all thou canft and 
let me dream the reft." 

I dined with Marcus to-day. He is fo cheer- 
ful and at the fame time unobtrufive, that his 
companionihip feldom faih to put me into a 
very common-fenfe and pleaiant humour. I 
was rejoicing at this refult when we feparated, 
and finding there were two hours of daylight, 
turned into^Valpi*s. faloon. What variable 
creatures we are ! How true is what Byron 
fays about the *' eleftric chain wherewith we're 
darkly bound !" I gazed liftleffly upon a feries 
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of Dutch pi£tures, broad-feced wenches, kettles 
whofe brafs linings gliftened as if juft fcrubbed, 
though a hundred years old at leaft, inimitable 
brooms, groups of fmokers, with cheeks glow- 
ing by candle-light, all th^ paraphernalia of ftill 
life, correft, graphic, almofl: palpable. Thefe 
literal tranfcripts of ordinary fubjefts pleafe from 
their very exaftitude. They make us realize 
that the pidurefque exifts in the familiar, and 
infinuate a fenfe of comfort which is far from 
undefirable even in Art. Like Goldfmith*s 
eflays, they, in a manner, reconcile us to life by 
exhibiting its humours and eafy phafes. From 
fiich common place aflbciations, I was ftartled 
by the fight of a Magdalen by Fra Bartolomeo. 
Tendernefs, grief, and beauty were furprifingly 
combined in this pifture. I looked upon it 
until the language it breathed penetrated my 
heart. Female lovelinefs is never fo captivating 
as when forrow renders it meek, or innocence 
deeply content. Then it does not fo much 
dazzle as plead. The fine outline or delicate 
feature appeal to the imagination, but when 
to thefe a penfive or artlefs expreffion is added, 
feeling as well as admiration is at once enlifted. 
I tried long,but in vain to analyze the fpell which 
this fweetly mournful fece exerted. A tender 
and flirring reminifcence, a fenfe of bereave- 
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ment, an indefcribable longing, a vague and 
melancholy prefentiment afFefted me. Is there 
not in the foul a chord which vibrates to the 
centre of being, when the moft lovely and the 
moft painful ideas, when beauty and anguifh 
are thus at once prefented ? Thefe old painters 
muft have been love-infpired. As they reverted 
to their youth, a few heavenly memories warm- 
ed their imaginations, but over thefe refted the 
fhadows of grief, fometimes of remorfe. From 
fuch mingled infpirations arofe their beft crea- 
tions. Would that had been near! 

Sublime pity was then at work in my bofom. 
I could have fpoken worthily. The hand and 
the contour of the cheek in this painting were 
like her's. Was it fancy, or have I not feen 
her more than once look forth with the fame 
fad eyes ? In her manner has there not fome- 
times been a ftrange thoughtfulnefs i 

'' We have no need to invent, Bernard ; 
Nature romances it out for us." This remark, 
which occurs in one of Elia's inimitable letters, 
was illuftrated this morning. Before daylight. 
Martini, after a hafty knock at the door, rufhed 
into my room, his face all in a glow, the per- 
fpiration (landing in large drops on his forehead, 
and an exprefGon of impatient grief about the 
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eyes and mouth which quite transformed him. 
I have been in the habit of feeing this handfome 
youth regularly at the Count's. He fell in with 

us at M , and was a very affiduous gallant, 

and by no means a difagreeable fellow-traveUer. 
To me he was always courteous^ but never very 
affe£tionate. I was quite furprifed, therefore, 
to hear the eloquent profeffions of regard with 
which he opened our conference. After many 
aflurances of this kind, he appealed to me with 
great folemnity, to anfwer frankly a queftion 
he intended to afk j and then fixing his dark, 
piercing eye upon my face, bade me tell him if 
from my obfervation I had not inferred his be- 
trothal to A ? I could not fpeak for a mi- 
nute or two from aftonifhment ; and when I did 
anfwer him, it was with an abfolute and emphatic 
negative. He then be^n to pace the chamber, 
indulging in an impaffioned ftrain, fometimes of 
grief, and fometimes of rage. We finally went 
out, and in a few moments were in the country. 
It feems poor Martini thought, to ufe his own 
words, that he had but to put forth his hand 
and fhatch the wreath; laft evening he dii^ 
covered the feeling with which he was regarded 
to be merely fraternal. Hence his defpain I 

have perfuaded him to return to M . In 

the midfl of his harangue he called me a philo- 
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fopher, a native of a colder clime, one who 
could not underftand the emotions of an Italian ! 
So judge the fuperficial. As we walked toge- 
ther, his wild geftures and excited air were 
indeed in ftriking contraft with my outward 
ferenity. How little did he know what pafled 
in my heart ! The volcanic fentiment of the 
Italian gradually died away. I left him with a 
joke on his lip and a pinch of fnuff between his 
fingers, the piSure of buoyant life. Self-con- 
trol, at leaft its outward law, is feldom com- 
prehended by thefe impetuous fpirits. They do 
not realize that " the angel of martyrdom is 
brother to the angel of viftory." There is an 
enthufiafm which is intrinfically animal, born 
wholly of temperament. Is it not proverbially 
fleeting? What a flight impreffion do the 
ardent words of a fanguine man make upon us, 
compared to that induced by the language of 
thofe who both think and feel, whofe fouls 
breathe a concentrated and profoundly fincere 
emotion 1 Give me the '' iron hand with the 
velvet glove ;" the deep and not the babbling 
ftream 5 — 

" The gentle wifties long fubdued, 
Subdued and cherilhed long." 
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CHAPTER V, 

[HIS country, like every other, has 
itsprofaicafpefts. Garlic and men- /' 
dicity, filthy ftaircafes and cold un- 
garnifhed apartments bring one's 
imaginings to a fevere teft. There is, too, a 
certain narrownefs of mind and petty fpecies of 
adiion, an effeminacy of thought, and undii^ 
guifed felfiihnefs obferyable in focial life, which 
is the reverie of all that is manly and elevated. 
Such chara£teriftics naturally refult from po- 
verty and defpotifm. Even a foreigner is in 
danger of being dwarfed in fpirit as well as 
enervated ip foul. If of Saxon origin, he will 
be ftruck with the rarity of comprehenfive 
views, of expanded opinion and magnanimity. 
Tafte is the redeeming trait of the modern Ita- 
lian intelleft. Yet this is greatly perverted. 
The literati difcufs etymologies and contefl 
for years a worthlefs antiquarian queflion, or 
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fome unimportant detail of literature, great 
thinkers do not abound. The motives that 
operate freely are temporary. All this is un- 
poetical. On the other hand, the minor graces 
of fbcial life and the latent pleafures of exiftence 
are richly developed. It is fomething to a being 
whofe daily happinefs is made up of fmall ag- 
gregate pleafures, to have the talent and fenfi- 
bility which convert the verieft trifles into 
fources of enjoyment. Driven from the arena 
of vaft and infpiring interefts, the Italians of 
the prefent day are forced to concentrate their 
afFeftions, to cultivate the nooks into which 
their fympathies are thruft. Accordingly they 
live in the prefent moment to a remarkable 
degree, and have the art of embellifliing, with 
the flowers of fentiment and imagination, hours 
which to an American are but dull intervals in 
the eager game of trade or ambition. They 
amufe themfelves between the adls of an opera 
by difcovering refemblances between a ftranger 
of the multitude and their friends. They love 
to compare attributes with each other, and mu- 
tually unfold fanciful imprefl&ons of men and 
things. I think an individual is more intereft- 
ing, frirnilhes more points of obfervation, and 
awakens more diftindl feeling than in colder 
and more bufy countries. This arifes partly 

F 
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from the leifure which gives more fcope to 
focial intercourfe in Italy ; but in a degree, alio, 
from the keener fympathies of the people. They 
have very definite ihades of regard toward their 
acquaintance, and are inftin£lively metaphyfical 
in their perceptions. You can fcarcely drive 
one of them from the entrenchments of ami- 
able judgment. They feize even upon a foli- 
tary attradion of chara£ler or peribn and hold 
it up as a fhield for the difagreeable tout en-- 
fembU. What an infinity of adjedlives their 
language pofTefTes to indicate human qualities ! 
It mufl be a hard cafe, indeed, where fbme 
approving or endearing term cannot be juflly 
applied. There is a charm in the agreeable to 
which no one is wholly infenfible ; and when 
it is cultivated from natural goodnefs of heart, 
the angles of life are rounded, and the irritation 
of the heart allayed. Honour to thofe who 
thus cheer our daily path, and efpecially to wo- 
man ! It is her efpecial vocation, and, as far 
as manner is concerned, moil enchantingly is 
it fulfilled in thefe fouthern lands. The accent, 
the geflure, the fmile enliven and folace. Why 
analyze the fpell ? Why gravely weigh the mo- 
tive ? Is it not a more blefl thing to feel the 
fun than " reafon why it (hines ? " At home, 
it is very common among what are called re- 
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fined people, to tell an invalid how ill he looks, 
as if that would improve his appearance. The 
chance is equal that the firft peribn you en- 
counter in your morning walk, will, with an 
infernal politenefs, ferve up, by way of infor- 
mation, fome difcouraging idea or bitter truth 
which will opprefs you all day. Here they go 
on the wifer principle of making every one 
feel content. 

If thefe by-way miniftries are fo efficient, 
there is no little cant in the protefts we hear 
every day againft what is called the lazinefs of 
imaginative beings. They, as well as the prac- 
tical, were created for fpecific ends. The re- 
fults of their lives cannot be told in bricks and 
mortar, ledgers and tax-bills; and are often 
very inadequately reprefented in what are called 
their ** works." Let the memory of focial 
delights, of high communion, of earneft fym- 
pathy — let the heart of friendihip and the mind 
of power — the firefide their prefence made 
brighter — ^the haunt of nature their interpre- 
tation clad with new beauty — the thought — 
the fentiment — the grief to which they came 
nearer than anything but prayer — let thefe fay 
if they lived in vain ! What is termed ** idle- 
nefs," is properly their element. People with 
vacant minds cannot exift without buftle. It 
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is necefTary to make them feel alive. Their 
fenfe of exiftence is probably dormant, except 
when (harp contzSt with the external ele£lri- 
iies their energies. What harm do the dream- 
ers do them? They are not in the way. 
Fond of repofe, as they doubtlefs are, they turn 
from the thoroughfare to think. You feldom 
find them impeding the highway. AAivity 
hath her full range defpite of them. A few 
thoughtful fpe£lators do not leiTen the interefl 
of life's drama or interfere with the players. 
Indeed it is good for the balance of fociety that 
there fhould be lookers-on. It requires a clear 
confcience to be idle. Half mankind are bufy 
to drown remorfe. We never aiTociate per- 
petual motion with angels. The dolce far 
niente cannot be gracefully enaded without 
genius. It is an art *' caviare to the general." 
I looked over a file of American newfpapers, 
at the reading-room to-day, and was led into 
this train of thought by the contrail between 
thofe "maps of bufy life" and the quietude 
around. 

<< A man^s beft things are neareft him> 

Lie clofe about his feet, 
It is the diftant and the dim 

That we are fick to greet." 

As I read this verfe I thought of poor Ger- 
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trude ! Thy peculiar charm was even- 

nefs. Ever the fame, a kind of bleft fecurityy 
a ferene permanence was thine. Unruffled as 
an inland lake at midfummer noon, was thy 
afped. It melted into tendernefs, or expanded 
gently at the call of mirth, but a certain quie- 
tude and felf-content was thy eflential quality* 
The waves of paffion grew calm before thee, 
and felfiih anxiety was filently reproved. With 
thee I felt the truth uttered by the bard of 
Paradife — '* they alfo ferve who only ftand and 
wait.*' Eager purfuit, vain defire appeared 
unholy, and life's aim and duty comprifed in 
Wolfey's admonition, '* Be juft and fear not." 
Like a grateful recipient thou didft ftand with- 
out doubt or dread, bowing voicelefs to the 
tempeft of forrow, and looking with fiibdued 
and grateful truft into the face of joy ! How 
often have I turned wearily, with a kind of 
fevered reftleflhefs, from fome brilliant fpeci- 
men of the fex, to find repofe and placid hap- 
pinefs in the prefence of thy meek and quiet 
beauty ! Oh, it is a fad token of perverfity 
that fuch as thou receive but paffing homage. 
Becaufe no falient points, no bewitching arts, 
no bright artillery of wit or manner prefs thy 
fweet graces into notice, are they the lefs real ? 
Is it nothing that the blufhes of maiden inno^ 
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cence ftill make holy thy countenance ? Is it 
nothing that the unafieded right-mindednefe 
of childhood has furvived commerce with the 
world's people ? — that the fimplicity of an in- 
experienced girl lives in the bofom of the 
woman ? — that the cryftal truth of thy infant 
years has lingered like the fmile of God, around 
thee yet ? It is a great error to fuppofe that 
the moft valuable perceptions are intellediual. 
There is an infight which moral fympathies 
and inftin£b only give. How often did the 
impulfes of thy gentle nature fumifh the beft 
key to character ! A wifdom philofbphy can- 
not equal is vouchfafed to the true : 

" I do not like thee, Do6lor Fell, 
The reafon why, I cannot tell." 

The guilelefs are not unarmed. Every flia- 
dow is refledked on the white marble of the 
portico to the temple of virtue, fo that no 
hypocrite can glide in unfeen. Thus did the 
pure dictates of thy feelings ever interpret the 
right, and thy delicate fenfe of goodnefs warn 
thee of its oppofite. By thy fide I felt as 
when before one of Raphael's Madonnas, or 
when looking into clear waters, or mufing amid 
the long Summer twilight. A holy and calm 
joy was upon me. In appreciating thee I grew 
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better, and felt that ''of fuch are the kingdom 
of heaven." Thy hair ever parted fo meekly 
above thy modeft brow — thy mild eyes, in 
which the peace of approving confcience feem- 
ed to flumber — thy round and delicate cheeks 
upon which the tinge of fhame or the fluih of 
anger never refted — thy fweet lip curved ever 
with a fmile of- content and aiFe£tion — thy 
quiet drefs, a Ample black or white robe, neat 
and modeft as thyfelf— all form a picture upon 
which I love to dwell. Efpecially does it rife 
before me when I behold one as fair or &irer, 
who lives only for admiration ; or turn with a 
pang from the fatal union of beauty and deceit. 
Then thy memory hallows the name of wo- 
man and redeems it from contempt. Then 
genius feems a baneful gift, fince it can fo bafely 
minifter to vanity, and the univerfality of at* 
tradion which wins fufFrages for the belle dwin- 
dles to a mocking trifle before the latent graces 
of the woman. Thou wert one to whom truft 
could cling ; thy beauty was the true exponent 
of thy foul ; the light that thou didft fhed on 
my lonely path was ftar-like, not meteoric. 
Around thee, as around a Parian column, might 
the fancy clufter, vine-like, and every hue glow 
in bright relief from its unfuUied furface. Like 
a lily of the valley, or a violet, in unpretending 
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fweetnefs didft thou live. No fcene of excite- 
ment, no arena for difplay, no fupply of com- 
pliments were neceffary for thee. Affeftion 
hallowed by duty was the aliment of thy fpirit. 
Beauty feemed held by thee in the grateful rec- 
titude of a lowly mind. As a child plucks a 
flower by the way-fide as a meek oflFering to the 
being he loves, unconfcious of any merit, free 
from all complacency, pleafed only to be the 
agent of pleafure — fo thy lovelinefs never in- 
duced pride, the defire of conqueft, or the ai^ 
fumption of conceit. In all humility didft thou 
wear "the gift of beauty** — ^never "fatal" to 
thee, for it was enihrined on the altar of Bene- 
volence, and guarded by the angel of Truth ! 

Many of the perfonal effeds of Napoleon 
came into his mother's poiTeffion. At her de- 
ceafe they were diftributed among his family. 
One of them has recently become needy, and 
this morning as I was infpe<5ting fbme works of 
art in a pawnbroker's ihop, he took me afide) 
and difplayed the emperor's coronation mantle 
— depofited there in pledge by his brother. So 
much for glory ! I threw the gorgeous cloak 
over my fhoulder, but no Mefmeric virtue lin- 
gered in its folds to remind one of the awe its 
wearer once infpired. There is this eiTential 
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diiFerence between love and ambition. The for- 
mer is a fentiment which may be religioufly 
cherifhed, and its iflues are mainly dependent 
on individual loyalty ; the latter is a thing of 
accident, and ever fubjeft to the fway of For- 
tune. There is fbmething, too, very ennobling 
in love, abfblutely diffevered from ambition. 
The perfeftion of the idea would be to meet 
a being in fome ifolated region far from one's 
familiar aflbciations, and to weave the bond of 
fympathy without any knowledge of outward 
condition, and in ignorance, if poffible, of each 
other's previous hiftory. The teft would then 
be real. No conventional motive or perfonal 
intereft would mar the entirenefs of the feeling. 
It is this which renders the love fcene in the 
Tempeft fo fafcinating. Ferdinand only afks 
Miranda's name that he may ^^fet it in his 
prayers." Fiction has often taken advantage of 
this notion, by oppofmg immenfe difficulties to 
the lover's wiflies, and making it neceflary for 
the objeft of his aiFedions to live in feclufion or 
difguife. There is a facred privacy in all deep 
fentiment, and the imagination is gratified, even 
when great misfortunes promote this end. A 
beautiftil legend is that of the cave of Hoonga. 
When invafion threatened the ifle with deftruc- 
tion, one of the natives carried his bride to a 
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cavern, only acceffible by diving, far below the 
furface of the ocean. In that retreat, he gather- 
ed all that could adorn and cheer her (blitude, 
and fhe knew not of time and her fellow crea- 
tures, fave through his report. In circum- 
ftances like thefe, all vanity is fuperfeded. Love 
is thrown wholly upon itfelf j and if adual, it 
will not only fubfift without extraneous aid, but, 
day by day, become more earneft and real. 

She thinks K of an inconftant nature, 

becaufe he talks and walks with various women. 
How often is this done to diiSpate an unfortu- 
nate preference ! If there be any point on which 
K is thoroughly confcientious, it is in mat- 
ters of fentiment. Herein does he implicitly 
obey his heart. Dalliance with the uncongenial 
only gives pleafure to the vain. To a fiiperficial 
obferver nothing is often more unintelligible 
than the condu<^ of a man of genuine feeling. 
He is known, for inftance, to have been inti- 
mate, from time to time, with a goodly number 
of the fex. It is thence rafhly inferred, that he 
has faid the fame things, and borne himfelf alike 
to all ; whereas, in each cafe, the kind of feel- 
ing elicited, has been wholly diftindt. Far 
more juft would it be in the obferver to ex- 
claim — 
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How will he love, when the rich golden (haft 
Has killed the flock of all affeaions elfe 
That live in him ! 

Toward one he has been drawn by mere intel- 
lectual fympathy ; another he has had it in his 
power efTentially to aid, and fhe has awakened 
benevolence alone ; while a third has a well- 
eftablifhed claim upon his allegiance by the bond 
of a calm and recognized friendihip. In none 
of thefe inftances has there exifted the prevail- 
ing tendernefs, that iweet and earneft felf-ab- 
forption which conftitutes love. Perfons of 
fhallow feeling may find it very difficult to de- 
fine their attachments. It is otherwife with the 
deep heart. When that is given up, and its de- 
votion truly reciprocated, there is manifeft a 
quite peculiar and exclufive relation. Then 
breaks from the lips the confeffion of Ferdinand : 

" For feveral virtues I have loved feveral women, — 
Never one with fo full foul, but fome defe6l in her 
Did quarrel with the nobleft grace ihe had. 
And put it to the foil 5" — 

Never one till now ! now that I feel myfelf at 
home where I have been heretofore a ftranger 
— now that I feel that ** content fo abfolute,'* 
that made the Moor long for death — ^now that 
love confirms itfelf, and no hefitancy or remorfe 
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profanes the confecration that has been delayed 
only that it might be perfeft ! There is a vaft 
deal of cant about loving but once. Romeo's 
imaginary paflion for Rofaline only ferved to 
make him aware of the capacity and needs of 
his aiFe£lions. It was the veftibule which con- 
duced him to the temple. He lingered there 
entranced awhile, but the moment a glimpfe 
was afforded him of the fublime interior beyond, 
he paffed onward with exultant tendemefs. 

As we difcover refemblances of face and 
chara£ler which make new acquaintance appear 
like old friends, fo a iingle attribute in another 
often deludes us into believing in falfe prophets* 
The needs of the foul induce us fometimes to 
miftake the (hadow for the fubftance, and the 
victims of '' blind contact and the ftrong ne- 
ceflity of loving," are as numerous as fands on 
the fea-fliore. Our higher inftin£ls, if obeyed, 
will feafonably emancipate us from fuch fatal 
error, but not without fufiering the imputation 
of ficklenefs. It is our better nature, not in- 
decifion of charader, which thus forbids us 
** to drive liking to the name of love." Yet 
why ihould any but the devotees of vanity be 
difloyal? They flake nothing but a pafSng 
gratification, and can afford to trifle ; but the 
rubicon of love once croffed, the wants of the 



DIARY OF A DREAMER. 77 

heart once acknowledged, the flumber of deep 
aiFe£tions once broken, only imbecility or mad- 
nefs can tamper with fo vital an Intereft. Then 
we crave repofe ! We have grown utterly 
weary of the '' weight of chance defires," and 
fhrink from " unchartered freedom," as from a 
folitary dungeon. Chaftened by trial, revealed 
to ourfelves by experience, we pray only for a 
reality, an echo to our higheft fong, a mirror 
for our moft individual thought, a ferene haven 
for our reftlefs afFe£^ion$. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

! T is now midnight. All is quiet at 
laft. They — the broken-hearted, 
have retired. God comfort them ! 
In the adjoining room, he lies 
dead. The white drapery betrays the now 
rigid outlines of that beautiful form. I am now 
the fole occupant of the room which has often 
echoed with his filvery laugh — the now defolate 
fcene of fo many happy hours, of which he 
feemed the pure and confecrated genius. His 
little ftory-book is yet 6pen on the table. The 
dove which I fo loved to fee neftling in his 
golden hair, broods with a low, melancholy* 
note from her refting-place in the folds of the 
window-curtain. The river, fwelled by the au- 
tumnal rains, founds hoarfely as it rufhes by, 
amid the gloomy ftillnefs. All is arranged for 
the quiet of the houfehold. Early this morning, 
a flip of paper was brought me, on which were 
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haftily written thefe words : — '* Come foon, if 
you would fee our dear alive." I recog- 
nized the Colonel's hand, and flew hither. 
Everything was in confufion. The handfome 
face of the peaiant nurfe was bathed in tears. 

Dr. 's benevolent features wore a moft 

anxious expreifion. Colonel H was be- 

fide himfelf with grief. Little Carlo was in the 
laft ftage of a brain-fever. At the head of his 
couch, motionlefs and pale as a ftatue, fat the 
lady Harriet. The child fpoke wildly, but in a 
ftrain of melting earneftnefs. Snatches of his 
mother's fongs, phrafes of endearment, the 
names of his friends, a thoufand afFe£ling 
thoughts broke from his parched lips. Hour 
after hour we alternated between hope and fear ; 
and it feemed an age while I waited the refult 
in an adjoining room. Juft as the vefper-bells 
were ringing, and the crimfbn funfet played upon 
the walls, the door opened, and the Colonel led 
his wife through the apartment to the oppofite 
chamber. I never faw on living face iiich an 
expreffion of exalted deipair. I took her hand 
and remained filent. '* Carlo is an angel," (he 
murmured, and pafled on. In an hour I was 
called to her fide. There was a fupernatural 
calnmefs in her air. Not a figh or tear gave 
evidence of emotion. They had bound a white 
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handkerchief upon her brow, over which her 
neglefted treffes fell. Her eyes were upraifed 
and fixed. As flie fat thus, fupported by pillows, 
the pity that agitated me was huflied in awe. I 
knew that her religious fentiments were akin to 
thofe of the difciples of Swedenborg ; if it was 
communion with the dead that gave the fublime 
elevation to her afpe£^ in that bitter hour, her 
faith muft have been indeed a blefled reality. 
The father's forrow found a more healthful 
vent. I have converfed long with him, and 
fucceeded in inducing a more acquiefcent ftate. 
B , the celebrated fculptor, came this even- 
ing at my requeft. Under his fupervifion, cafts 
of the face and limbs have been taken, from 
which a ftatue will be executed. The benign 
and gifted artifl, paufed abruptly on entering 
the room, and exclaimed, '' Come bella /" With 
tears, he bade me remark that the hands had 
flifFened into lines of beauty. How mature the 
face is grown ! . It is as if death conducted the 
child at once to manhood, and ftamped life's 
efTential revelations in a moment upon the foul. 
My fympathies are all enlifled. Love and 
Death ! Are ye fo akin i Do ye not interpret 
one another ? Carlo was the funbeam of this 
dwelling, and his departure is withering. Yet 
when I think from how much his fenfitive na- 



DIARY OF A DREAMER. 8i 

ture is for ever refcued, I cannot but rejoice. 
He has known only a mother's love, which is 
indeed real and divine ; and from its holy atmo- 
iphere he has pafled to Heaven. Felice lui ! 

How well Taflb defcribes a lover ! Brama 
ojfai^fpera poco^ e nulla chiede. The moft agree- 
able men are thofe whofe talents have free play, 
becaufe their hopes are fubdued. Carlyle fays, 
" that life begins with renunciation." In how 

many refpefts this is true ! P is the fe- 

vourite of the fex. Why ? Becaufe he has long 
fince renounced all faith in them. In early 
youth he gave up his foul to dreams of love. 
He believed, he trufted, he fondly adored, and 
he was betrayed ! Too noble to be a mifan- 
thrope, of too genial fympathies to turn fcorn- 
fully from life, he relinquiihed as a cherifhed 
vifion the moft glorious of life's promifes. His 
chivalry no difappointment can blight, his ap- 
preciation of the beautiful is part of his nature. 
Accordingly, he is ever ready to counfel, to 
cheer, to amufe, to befriend, to fulfil all gentle 
and manly offices, and in the words of the 
apoftle, '' To help thefe women." He enjoys 
their fociety as he does a new play, only a more 
human intereft invefts it. He contemplates a 
Ipvely eye as he does a ftar, with a like wonder- 

G 
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ing pleafure, and a like abfence of any feeling of 
appropriation. He looks with delight upon rich, 
flowing treflTes, but it is with the fame vague 
enjoyment that he watches a fountain in the 
moonlight. He would as foon think of plung- 
ing into the one, as fufFering the other to entrap 
in its flexible web, the heart that beats calmly 
in his bofom. He loves to fee fmiles play upon 
the &ce of beauty, and equally is it his paftime 
to behold lights and (hadows alternate on a 
foreft walk, l^hus the prefent never confiifes 
him with " thoughts too deep for tears." Qui- 
etly he can look on the drama of life ; pleafantly 
can he difcourfe of paffing things, or fpeculate 
in &ncy's realm, he has inexhauftible kind- 
nefs for women, he holds in reverence his 
mother's memory, he is a moft excellent gen- 
tleman, fcholar, companion, friend — all but 
lover. 

For feveral hours this morning, we clambered 
about the rocky crags of a deferted quariy. The 
atmofphere was very clear, the fky without a 
cloud ; an impreflive ftillnefs brooded over the 
fcene. Leaving our horfes at the convent below, 
we followed a venerable Francifcan up the wind- 
ing flairs which are cut in the face of the diflF. 
I do not remember a more pidburefque view on 
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fo narrow a fcale. Huge excavations have laid 
open the malTes of ftone ; here is a high niche, 
there a fhort gallery ; on one fide beetles a pre* 
cipice of folid granite, and at a little diftance 
a lofty, perpendicular wall bounds the fight. 
Over thefe irregular heaps of alternate ftone 
and rubbifti, fpreads a luxuriant vegetation, re^ 
minding the fpeftator of the ruins of Central 
America. Fig-trees waved above our heads. 
The fi-agrance of the orange and thyme em- 
balmed the air. Vines mantled the fcattered 
fragments with a rich drapery, and every breeze 
fhowered almond bloflbmsinourpath. Through 
a treflel-work of ivy, we caught glimpfes of deep 
caverns. Amid the interftices and at the bafe 
of the quarry, innumerable flowering flirubs 
exhibited their gay colours. Our guide occa- 
fionally paufed to bid us obferve the marks of 
tools which, in many inftances, were fingularly 
frefli. We could not but people in imagination 
the lonely fcene, with a toilibme multitude. 
Forms like the celebrated ftatue called the 
Knife-grinder, feemed to crouch in ftern endu- 
rance beneath fome minion of tyranny ; while 
the clink of hammers, the cries of authority and 
pain, and the monotonous clank of labour min- 
gled in fad concert. As we looked upon the 
vivid green and the gnarled roots that in the 
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lapfe of years had gathered over the rocks, I 
could altnoft fancy that Nature thus ftrove to 
hide, with her beautiful robes, the memorials 
of human wretchednefs. Yet it was not eafy 
to reconcile the quiet beauty of the prefent, 
with the dark records of the paft. The foft- 
nefs and calm of the day breathed only of tran- 
quillity and peace. A benevolent courtefy was 
vifible in every glance and movement of the old 
friar. When we had reached the loweft plain, 
and looked through the jagged opening to the 
blue iky, and around upon the mofles and 
lichens, he led us beneath a gloomy archway, 
and lighted a taper. In a deep tone and elo- 
quent language, he then narrated the particulars 
of a duel which occurred feveral years before. 
The parties were attached to the American 
navy, and being officers of fecondary rank, had, 
with difficulty, efcaped the watchful eyes of 
their comrades, and ftole away from the fhip, 
then anchored in the vicinity, to effed their 
purpofe. The youngeft, a man of rare accom- 
plifliments, fell. The old monk held the light 
againft the wall, and with the fleeve of his 
coarfe robe, wiped the mould from a marble 
tablet, on which was recorded his name and 

age. was greatly imprefled with this 

romantic fpot. We gathered fome rich fpeci- 
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mens for her herbal. How delightful it is to 
minifter to fuch fimple taftes ! A flower ac- 
tually gives her more pleafure than a fplendid 
piece of furniture, or a rare jewel affords the 
majority of her fex. Then her trufl is fo beauti- 
ful. I think it is in Wallenflein, that in a 
moment of ill-humour, the hero fcornfiilly de- 
fcribes women as the " unreaibning fex." Is 
not this, after all, their peculiar grace ? It is 
enough that men are obliged to difTedt, weigh, 
and refleft ? This everlafling procefs of ana- 
lyfis — to confider for ever — how wearifome ! 
What a '' bundle of prejudices" does it make 
of us ! The very want of fuflained thought, the 
very rapidity of perception, the vaguenefs and 
verfatility of a woman's mind is refrefhing to 
him whofe daily life calls for fleady and fome- 
times profound thought. Contad with minds 
more delicate and lightibme, cheers like the air 

of mountains. I feel, as I wander with , 

as if under hallowed guidance. I abandon my- 
felf with child-like trufl to Nature. The refl- 
lefs, invefligating fpirit of Reafon, dies away, 
and in its place fprings up a faith in good, a 
meek, confiding, grateful mood. I rejoice that 
fomething of her capacity to adapt felf to the 
exigencies of the moment, to derive pleafure 
from feeming trifles, and to give free play to 
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jfancy, is imparted to me. Thus do "we oiften 
** fleet the time careleflly, as they did in the 
golden age.** Yet levity is far from both. Our 
converfe is often thoughtful. The truth is, 
what is mofl ferious in human nature is akin to 
what is moft buoyant. Look at the hero of 
Aufterlitz, the Emperor of France, the auguil 
exile of St. Helena, pinching the ears of fair 
ladies, or entering wth zeft into the romp of a 
child. Rich, not peculiar endowments, are de- 
firable. The fame Hamlet that fpeculated pro- 
foundly whether " to be or not to be,** feems 
to have been a dele£table fellow at college, 
and was as apt when quizzing old Polonius, 
or praftifing with the fword, or when pouring 
forth his foul in lofty felf-communion. One 

of *s rare charafteriftics is her univerf^ity. 

She has broad (ympathies, yet they are quite 
apart from her love. She is fincere both when 
file bounds along the green fward and when ihe 
kneels at her devotions. Blithely as an inno- 
cent child rings her laugh in an hour of merri- 
ment, and earnefUy as a fpirit, communes (he 
with the deep things of life, at the twilight-hour. 
Genius ought not to be reftrifted to mental 
gifts ; there is a genius of chara<5ier, a divine 
blending of the attributes of the foul, which is 
as fweet a marvel as genius. That " the ele- 
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ments were fo mixed in him" was the great 
praife of Brutus. The German phrafe, many- 
fided, is very applicable to fome women, and 
when principle forms the bads of fuch charac- 
ters, they are, indeed, Creation's mafter-pieces. 
Gleamings of fuperftition vifit, I believe, all 
fenfitive minds, nor are they incompatible 
with fenfe. It is folly to encourage or yield to 
them, but utterly to difavow fuch vifitations 
betrays a lamentable abfence of ideality. When 
indulging fuch a vein in regard to women, 
D was declaring this morning, that a cer- 
tain fpirit or genius of the fex held a peculiar 
relation to every man of fentiment. He grew 
up amid the cold proprieties and formalized 
rationality of New-England. In the country 
he was fometimes beguiled by a fpecimen of the 
almoft fpiritual beauty (too often the indica- 
tion of premature death,) which fo generally 
awakens the intereft of foreigners ; the clear, 
light eye, tranfparent (kin, lips of vivid red, and 
rich brown treffes — the Saxon lovelinefs made 
ethereal and fairy-like by a colder clime, and a 
lefs hearty regime. But from boyhood, he was 
peculiarly fufceptible to the influence of man- 
ner, and the frequent referve and calm felf- 
poiTeifion of thefe delicate creatures, rendered 
him in a certain degree, infenfible to their 
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charms. He was fafcinated in their prefence^ 
but when alone, the ims^e memory prefented 
was too often like thofe which Art has confe- 
crated. Seldom came back upon him a moving 
tone, an a£t of graceful tendernefs, a look of 
eameft feeling, and the fpell was thus eafily dif- 
folved. At length he fell in with a fafhionable 
girl, in whofe veins there was a tropical ele- 
ment. She had flight pretenfions to beauty, 
but there was a glow, a franknefs, an abandon^ 
in her manner and a bright freedom in her 
thoughts, that came upon his foul like fun* 
beams. In contraft with manners that had (b 
long repulfed his fympathies, this artlefs and 
enthufiaftic bearing refrefhed and bewildered 
him. Circumftances at the time, made love 
feem madnefs, and except as a dream which 
gave no colouring to their intercourfe, it was 
never fufFered to mar a perfe£tly unimpaffioned 
confidence. But the intimacy was a revelation. 
Henceforth he looked only to the defcendants 
of Southern families, to the '' dark eye in wo- 
man" — ^the raven trefs, the unconftrained viva- 
city or ardent fancy, the frefh, fpirited, warm- 
hearted brunette, for infpiration. This pre- 
poflTeffion was confirmed abroad. By no other 
clafs of women was the '* eleftric chain," fo 
often (truck. A romantic intereft has more 
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than once been aroufed by fuch attradHons, 
which it has required all his refolution to fub- 
due. He has been confcious of a theory that 
thefe daughters of the South — for they are fcat- 
tered over the world by the viciffitudes of birth 
— ftir as no other of their fex can, the foun- 
tains of poetry. It is not merely that fuch cha- 
rafteriftics are linked with aiTociation of Italy 
and Spain, but in their very nature, an idea is 
conveyed of fomething deeper, wilder, richer. 
He alTociates with blondes, the idea of Englifh 
houfeholds and domeftic happinefs. With bru- 
nettes, he cannot but mingle a feeling of def- 
tiny. Expreffion in all its changefulnefs, its 
thrilling language, its wondrous fafcination often 
fleeps in fuch faces, like lightning in the cloud. 
What fearful joy to watch its fitful play, its 
gleams of tendernefs, its magnificent difdain, 
its winfome fparkle, its bright inquiry, its " in- 
finite variety ! '* Of fuch a one even in death 
it was (aid — 

" She looks like fleep, 
As ftie would catch another Antony 
In her ftrong toil of grace." 

Something of this partiality is doubtlefs afcri- 
bable to his Northern extraftion. We are faid 
to love our contraries, and the admiration with 
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which the Italians gaze on auburn locks and 
blue eyes confirms the notion. 

I was reminded of thefe ideas which D— — 
has frequently expreflfed to me, by a letter juft 
received from him on the eve of his departure 
for India, announcing the rupture of his en- 
gagement with the beautiful L . I cannot 

help quoting a part, it is fo eloquent : 

** I am calm at laft. This blank leaf muft 

ferve me as a confeffional. Alas ! that to no 

mortal ear but thine, can I freely unburthen 

my foul ! 

" There are forrows 
Where, of neceflity, the foul muft be 
Its own fupport.*' 

Alas, that as yet, I am not tranquil enough 
for prayer ! How imagination befots us ! Is 
life indeed '^ a tale told by an idiot, full of found 
and fury, fignifying nothing ? " She does not^ 
cannot, with all her fancifulnefs, dream of what 
revolutions of thought and feeling flie has been 
the caufe. If my name is aflbciated in her 
mind with a fmgle idea of a perfonal charadter, 
it is fimply as one of a hundred temporary cap- 
tives — nothing more. 

** O, be thefe juggling friends no more believed, 
That palter with us in a double fenfe, 
That keep the word of promife to the ear^ 
And break it to the hope:^ 
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I am angry with myfelf as I write. What 
a fool and ''peafant flave am I" — thus to fub- 
ftitute dreaming for adtion, fpeculation for ex- 
periment ! It is my fate. Can it be that my 
views of love tranfcend poffibility ? I will not 
believe it. There can be no courfe more truth- 
ful, more accordant with our better nature, 
with the holinefs of love itfelf — ^than that a man 
fhould content himfelf with a frank and free 
and kindly unveiling of his nature to the view 
of her he loves. If there be any real affinity, 
mutual recognition muft enfue. Gifts, flatteries, 
formal attentions, offers, eng^ements, mar- 
riages — ^ye are but hollow mockeries in compa- 
rifon with love; ye were far from the thoughts 
of a devoted foul. Society at laft, indeed, de- 
mands that fuch confiderations be entertained ; 
but when they are thruft forward into the fanc- 
tuary of new-born fentiment, love is profaned. 
It is true I have profeffed little. I trembled to 
drag from their holy depths the pearls of my 
foul. I only ftrove to be true, patient, genial, 
and waited for a fign — a glimmering of dawn. 
I am fatisfied fhe knew that my intereft was 
genuine. Had the relation between our fpirits 
exifted, as I fondly imagined, fuch a confciouf- 
nefs would have fufficed. But — ^no ! I am again 
the dupe of an ardent fancy, a reftlefs heart. It 
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was a figment of the brain. I mufl: banifh It. 
Yet, how defolate grows my foul in parting for 
ever with fo bleft an illufion. For ever ? Oh, 
God ! infcrutable are thy ways— deprive me not 
utterly of faith ; let me not be wholly felf-dif- 
truftful : grant me ftill to feel that thefe baffled 
hopes are folemn pledges of eternal recompenfe ! 
Surely if human life is fo guarded by thy provi* 
dence, human love in its moft earneft purity, is 
not abandoned to chance. 

What enigmas are we to each other ! ** How 
felf-pofTeflfed and happy you were to-night ! " 

faid A , as we left the party. *'I never 

heard you talk fo well before. Your faculties 
feemed under rare command, and there was a 
fubdued enthuflafm in all you faid that I quite 
envied — it was fo manly, attractive and calm." 
And all this time I was enduring fuch a war 
between head and heart, inclination and felf- 
refpeft, feeling and duty ! I never faw her fo 
radiant. I never more clearly difcemed her 
faults, and at the fame time I never felt fuch 
pleading tendemefs quiver in my veins. Her 
indifference made her almofl fublime in my eyes. 
That one could be the objeft and the caufe of 
fuch emotion and yet be fo tranquil, feemed 
fupernatural. I fpoke in carelefs tones. I bore 
myfelf like a friendly acquaintance, for prying 
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eyes were upon me. Cold inquifition would 
fain have noted fome external fign. I could 
not bear it. I nerved myfelf to the tafk, and 

even A was deceived. And (he — Oh, I 

cannot, will not blame her. We are unjuft to 
brilliant women. Their fecial - inftinfts', ami- 
ability, and not unworthy ambition to pleafe, 
make them habitually, undefignedly, agreeable. 
They often appear to coquette, when uncon- 
fcioufly afting a natural part. I am convinced 
fimplicity itfelf is often miftaken by the worldly- 
wife for art. She has only as yet, an intellec- 
tual perception of the deep things of the foul. 
Is it a delufion of mine, that there is a vaft, 
undeveloped and pricelefs mme of fentiment in 
her bofom ? Does not my fpirit incline to her's 
as the divining rod bows over the buried trea- 
fure ? Is it mere fancy that makes me tremble 
for her deftiny and recognize elements of pro- 
found intereft fleeping under the guife of child- 
like grace and winfome brilliancy ? Could I 
bend over her flumbers, and breathe a bleffing 
into her foul — could I implant a fmgle principle 
of truth or beauty in her charafter— could I 
minifler to her fortune or her peace, methinks 
I (hould learn to be content. But thus to have 
felt, thus to feel — ^to leave her as I found her, 
to regard it all as a chimera, a mockery, — how 
bitter!" 
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CHAPTER VII. 

\Y hoft is a teacher of mufic, over- 
flowing with urbanity. It is de- 
lightful to hear him converfe« He 
is a Roman by birth, but has lived 
twenty years in Tufcany. In him one fees ex- 
emplified the perfe£tion of the Italian, according 
to the old proverb — la lingua Tofcana in bocca 
Romana. Sometimes he enters my apartment, 
guitar in hand, and fings my favourite airs, but 
I fee him infrequently. He occupies a diftindl 
part of the houfe, which is remarkably quiet. 
A dark palace wall bounds the view from my 
windows. The ftreet below is quite cheerful. 
I like to fee the pea&nts go by on the way to 
market, and hear the fmall feet of their donkeys 
patter on the broad flag-ftones. How delightful 
are the aiTociations which variety of coflume 
fuggefls ! A Dominican in his white robes juft 
pafled; feveral military officers are grouped 
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under the arch oppofite ; there comes a lovely 
group of Engliih children, and the wild looking 
German who is gazing at them with fuch ad- 
miration is undoubtedly an artift. How plain* 
tively founds the chorus of that funeral pra- 
cei&on from the adjacent fquare ! I never (aw 
obje£ls appear in fuch clearly defined relief as 
in this atmofphere. The cornice of the palace, 
time-tmged as it is, has a frefh, clear outline, as 
if juft executed; and that maffive church — 
what an impreffive and hallowed afpeft it wears ! 
If I did not thus look from my watch-tower 
occaiionally, life would grow too dream-like. 
When I ring in the morning, the old ferva 
comes in with an armful of faggots and a mel- 
lifluous greeting. She goffips as (he lights the 
fire and prepares breakfaft, retires with a grace- 
ful obeifance or cheerful ftory, and I am left 
alone, to read, write letters, or mufe. Soon after 
noon, unlefs fome book or thought has made me 
oblivious of time, I go forth. Along the river 
beneath the venerable cheflnut trees, when the 
air is (oft, how delightful to wander ! The 
clouds, as they clufter themfelves at the fwaying 
of the wind, the low ruftle of the branches, the 
eddying flream, feem inverted with the genius 
of tranquillity. Athletic rowers propel a heavy 
barge, a fportfman faunters by with his dog. 
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fome rich equipage dafhes along the road, a 
beggar moans from the hedge, or a band of 
young citizens fing as they ilroU ; and then all 
is ftill again but the low ripple of the water or 
the murmur of the leaves. I return, and at the 
city gate am hailed by an acquaintance; we 
vifit a gallery or church, difcufs what we fee 
there, inquire at the poft-office for letters, and 
then dine together at a trattoria on maccaroni, 
chickens, fruit, and wine. We are joined by 
others, and it is unanimoufly agreed to adjourn 
to the cafe. There we glance at the journals, 
lip the fragrant beverage, fmoke, and hear the 
news of the day canvaffed by men of all ages 
and tongues. Night has fallen. We feparate 
to pay vifits or go to the opera. The moon 
rifes. On the gloomy ftruftures of the middle 
ages, on a ftatue or fountain, dome or cyprefs 
grove, her beams fell richly. I involuntarily 
turn from my homeward path, and walk toward 
the bridge. A fentry's tramp echoes through 
the deferted area. The idea of fleep feems im- 
pertinent. The freedom, the repofe of this ex- 
iftence penetrates the heart. A thirft for fome- 
thing true and beautiful, fomething in life to 
harmonize with the external peace, takes pof- 
fefiion of the foul. The defire for great deeds, 
for earneft love, glows in the heart. 

« « :(c « 4e « 
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P J clever as he is, feems an inveterate 

difciple of that material philofophy — that Fren- 
chified way of viewing life, at which my Saxon 
mind and Irifh heart indignantly rebel. In our 

walk to-day he bantered S on his love 

affair, one of the moft beautiful in its efFefls 
upon charadler I have ever known. 

*' This inordinate regard for a woman," faid 
he, " on the fcore of her immortal attributes, 
or human beauty, muft be abandoned. The 
chuck under-the-chin, kindly making-much-of, 
half-in-earneft and wholly-patronizing air, is the 
thing after all. Give exalted fentiment to nature 
and religion, and only familiar and cafual affec- 
tion to woman." 

*' Yet," replied S , " it is delicious to be 

Petrarchan. A poetical man would fain let 
fome of his brighteft fympathies and deepefl 
thoughts cryflalize round a fair mortal. Such 
natures require a L^ura, as well as a domeftic 
friend and companion. The mightiefl triumph 
of fentimental idealifm would be to combine the 
two. What a caftle in the air ! Well, there 
is one thing that may be done ; love and fear 
not — let the feeling in me be perfeft, though it 
is * to make idols and to find them clay, and 
to bewail their worfhip.* " 

As S thus talked, his air was noble; 

H 
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and great minds fuftain his dodhine. One of 
the moft feniible female writers of the day, a 
warm advocate for her fex too, recognizes what 
(he calls their ** facility of adaptation,'* as a 
moft defirable chara£leriftic, acknowledges they 
were born to feel, not to underftand, and that 
the only objedl of education is to make them 
feel rightly; and more than intimates that 
woman is iimply an adjun6l, abfolutely nothing 
in herfelf, and created to be loft in others. 
Thefe admiffions occur, however, in the midft 
of the ftrongeft appeals in &vour of the moral 
fuperiority and fublime capacities of her fex. 
Neither are the two propofitions incongruous. 
There is a medium between the faith of the 
moft chivalrous lover, and his who deems fen- 
timent but " a toy in blood." It is poffible to 
love '' too well" and '' wifely** at the fame time. 
♦ ♦♦♦♦» 
^^ Simplicity of charadier and a beautiful 
mouth,** faid K , who joined us, " com- 
bined with no efiential defefts in other regards, 
capture the out-works of my heart at once. 

Worldly men like P talk about living in 

one's intelleftualities and phyfical comforts. 
I believe I am not infenfible on either fcore. 
I know full well the zeft of afti ve perceptions, 
and the folace of a ** mild brown'* and rocking- 
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chair after dinner. There are times when the 
exercife of thought, communion with the gifted, 
fellies of wit and reveries of imagination, abforb 
my confcioufnefs in a vivid fenfe of mental ex- 
iftence. I feel, too, how admirable it is to 
exercife thofe powers which are man's high 
prerogatives — to reafon, to explore, to ftudy, 
to mufe ; but when I propofe to myfelf a life 
fuch as this, and fay with the old Englifh bard, 

* My mind to me a kingdom is j ' 

when I pifture my heart laid afleep by the 
aflivity of my intelleft, a cold and defolate 
gloom feems to enfliroud the world. Books 
look as ftony and inhuman as dungeon walls, 
lore ftrikes me as the invention of the devil, 
and thought a frigid mockery. It is like living 
alone in a palace of ice, and catching through 
the cold, tranfparent medium, glimpfes of a 
white robe among green foliage, or a foft cheek 
glowing in diftant fire-light. The lordly brute, 
obedient to his animal inftin£ls, the goodly tree 
unconfcioufly drinking in the air and funfhine, 
appear more enviable than man when he be- 
comes an intelleftual machine, fufficient unto 
himfelf, his fympathies all expended on the ab- 
ftra<ft, his defire abforbed in ideas, the mere in- 
carnation of thought. Comfort is delightful — 
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but why ? Only becaufe it ftills the jar of this 
mortal prifon-houfe, and oils the human ma- 
chine. Comfort fcreens the fpirit from its 
corporeal annoyances. It (bothes to reft the 
uneafy fenfations that interfere with the mind's 
play, and leaves the heart free to enjoy its fpon- 
taneous emotions — to revel in its dreams of 
love. The greateft of abfurdities is to propofe 
comfort and mental pleafures as fubftitutes for 

feeling.** I added, obferving P ferious, 

** Whoever does fo, is felf-convi<fted of grofs 
infenfibility. As means whereby diverfion may 
be occadonally attained, they are available ; but 
the foul that can live in them is no foul at all, 
but a mere apology for one, a fenfual approach, 
an intellectual daguerreotype of a foul. You 
can fee fucb every day, in the fhape of men of 
pleafure and pedants. They are about as well 
acquainted with the taftes they fcorn as Egy[>- 
tian mummies are with the fteam engine.'* 

This northward movement is anything but 
cheering. What a painful fenfe of mutability 
it occafions ! Is all the feries of tender, ex- 
citing, and noble afTociations in which my foul 
has exifted for months henceforth to be a mere 
dream? The perfons,'the places, the hopes, 
fears and pleafures of the paft — have they left 
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no enduring traces, no permanent good ? Will 
the tide of coming life efface them for ever like 
the indentations on a fandy beach ? If fo^ what 
an objeftlefs thing is exiftence ! The experi- 
ments of the chemift, the elemental revolutions 
of nature, all contribute to an end. Is human 
experience alone unprolific ? Thefe beautiful 
epifodes of our being — rich in glimpfes of love, 
revelations of truth, teachings of wifdom — fo 
abforbing at the moment, fo afFedling in re- 
membrance — let me not look upon them as a 
theatrical pageant, but as links of a myfterious 
chain, as tributaries of the " immortal fea that 
brought us hither." The thought at once chaf- 
tens regret and breeds courage. We croffed the 
Alps at a dreary feafon. Leaving at night-fall 
the verdant grain-fields and luxuriant plains of 
the South, dawn found us amid bare and defo- 
late peaks. MafTes of fnow and rock, ice-bound 
cliffs, fwift-flying cloudsv, and freezing blafls, 
afforded rather a difcouraging welcome to pil- 
grims from funny Italy. I had been recently fo 
accuflomed to Nature's fmiles that her frowns 
proved Angularly repulfive. A day upon the 
Soane to a lonely traveller, frefh from endeared 
fcenes, feems interminable. There was a frefh 
wind. The flat banks of the river are mono- 
tonous ; though now and then pleafant country 
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feats diverfified the profpef):. The poplar is 
the moft common tree. French foldiers, and 
peasants with cotton caps and wooden (hoes, 
were grouped on the deck. Steamboats are 
pretty much the fame all the world over — noify 
incarnations of modern utility. The one in 
which we embarked poflefied the inconvenience 
of a moveable funnel that was lowered over 
our heads as we (hot under bridges. I mifled 
the ufual conveyance and pafTed a long, bright 
Sunday at a provincial town. I wandered 
through the ftreets and thought of the paft — 
ftriving to look into the future with a ftrong 
heart. The beauty of life had been recognized 
under new phafes. Its common features had 
aiTumed to my mind a fweet and frefh interest, 
Methought 1 faw deeper into the hidden re* 
fources of time, and felt intenfely how the fpirit 
of love and beauty could make the world a 
fcene of genial activity and inexhauftible charms. 
With a kind of hopeful pride I thought, as I 
flroUed along, that my lot was caft in a free 
land. With glowing refoliition I promifed my- 
felf to dwell therein unfubdued by its practical 
fpirit. There was little around me to infpire 
fuch a mood. Knots of loiterers fmoked their 
pipes at the ftreet-corners — the click of billiards 
was heard at many a threlhold. I entered the 
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garden of a hofpital. An old fervitor politely 
joined me. From him I learned that the efta- 
blifhment dated from the reign of Francis I. 
Four ranges of apartments radiate from a com- 
mon centre where ftands an altar. Here mafs 
is daily faid in view of all the invalids. Sifters 
of charity in their dark robes glided about. 
With the fad impreffion derived from this abode 
of fuiFering yet alive, I feated myfelf in a hand- 
fome cafe. At the de(k fat a beautiful woman. 
Her drefs was quite elegant and tafteful, and 
her hair adjufted with remarkable taft. There 
was in her demeanor that grace and attraction 
fo charadleriftic of her nation. The fun lay 
cheerfully on the pavement. A ftroUing mufi- 
cian played at the door. It was one of thofe 
by-way fcenes fo often encountered on the con- 
tinent, which throw a hue of tranfitory pleafure 
around the moft folitary pilgrimage. 

« * . « * * * 

In writing the above, how little I imagined 
what an hour would bring forth ! A tap at the 
door cauied me to lay afide my pen. I was not 
furprifed to fee the affable warden of the hof- 
pital with a bunch of flowers in his hand, in- 
tended, I imagined, for a polite hint that his 
courtefy of the morning was deferving of a more 
fubftantial recompenfe than barren thanks. To 
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my aftonifhment, inftead of prefenting the 
bouquet, he ftepped gravely into the room and 
urged me to accompany him inftantly to the 
bed-fide of one of his patients, who was near 
death, and having caught a glimpfe of me while 
we paufed in the central hall, had recognized 
and was very impatient to fee me. I could not 
call to mind a fmgle individual of my acquaint- 
ance who was likely to be an inmate of fuch 
an afylum, in this ifolated town. My worthy 
conductor was able to throw but little light upon 
the fubjedt, and as I mechanically followed his 
fteps, the only plaufible explanation I could 
fancy was that the perturbed fenfes of the in- 
valid had miftaken me for another. My firft 
glance at his face confirmed this impreffion. 
By the light of a maffive chandelier fwinging 
from the high ceiling, I beheld an attenuated 
countenance, fallow and rigid with fuffering, 
which was wholly unfamiliar. The fudden 
clang of a bell roufed him from a feverifli doze ; 
his eyes flowly opened, and by degrees as he 
became aware of my prefence, afliimed an in- 
telligent and then an unutterably fad expreffion. 

I knew at once that peculiar look. It was ! 

To my hafty condolence and inquiries he an- 
fwered only by a groan; then turning thofe 
flafhing orbs reftleffly from fide to fide, as if to 
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convince himfelf that we were alone, he pointed 
to a wine-glafs upon the table. I held it to his 
lips, and he feemed a little refreflied ; but his 
articulation was hafty and difficult, and it was 
long before I realized the objeft of that mo- 
mentous interview. " Providence fent you 
here," murmured the wretched creature, " the 
fame providence that in its ftern wifdom has 
thus cut fhort my career. You wonder to fee 
me here. I have wandered fince we parted, 
indulging to excefs a paffion for gambling. Dif- 
eafe and want overtook me in this obfcure town 
a month ago. I am dying, and have but one 
boon to afk of life. For this I have prayed. 
You furely will not refufe what Heaven feems 
willing to grant. Do not interrupt me but 

liften. I never loved , the betrothed of 

your friend ! but I had fet my heart upon 

her fortune. I purfued her with all the Ikill of 
which I am matter. From the firft (he treated 
me with indifference. My vanity exaggerated 
the civility proferred by an old femily acquaint- 
ance into proofs of an attachment. I was re- 
jefted. Believing him the occafion of my difap- 
pointment, I was villain enough to have recourfe 
to calumny. Through her Englifli relatives, 
whom (he venerates, I caufed intimations fatal 
to his profpe£ts to reach her. They were fo 
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conveyed as to enfure fecrecy and obviate ex- 
planation. The plot fucceeded. Here is my 
confeffion written in detail. It was to have 
been defpatched to-morrow." This was the 

fubftance of what faid. My heart iwelled 

as he fpoke, with alternate indignation, pity and 
joy. I arranged everything for his comfort, 

and that very night was on my return to , 

on the wings of fympathy. 

From the roof of the famous cathedral in this 
town, a very extenfive profped is obtained. I 
afcendcd at an early hour to-day, and looked 
forth with delight upon the broad plains and the 
horizon of mountains — thefe beautiful ramparts 
of Nature — which feem at once to bound and 
proteft this garden of the world. I know no- 
thing more refrefliing to the eye than the vari- 
ous tints of green which adorn fuch a landfcape 
at this feafon. There is the vivid pale hue of 
the young grain and the deeper (hade of the ripe 
crop, ftreaked here and there with yellow. The 
mulberry trees with their light foliage contraft 
well with the dark and fombre olive. When 
the breeze fways the branches of the tall pop- 
lars a filvery glimmer is vifible for a moment, 
while the herbage of the diftant hills looks dim 
and fhadowy as a pafling cloud obfcures the fun- 
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(hine. Then there were the ever-bright and 
graceful vine-leaves, and patches of vegetables 
where every gradation of this univerfal colour is 
difplayed — all revealed by the clear, ftrong light 
of morning. As I was about to quit this en- 
chanting obfervatory, my glance refted on two 
figures at a diftant angle of the roof, leaning 
againft the baluftrade. They proved to be my 

old friends D , and Lucretia S. Our fur- 

prife, if not our pleafure, at the encounter was 
mutual. Of all men I have ever known, 

D is the moft interefting. No other word 

exprefles the efFeft of his character. He is 
very original and independent in his opinions. 
He is one of that fmall, glorious clafs of men 
who really think for themfelves. 

♦ ♦«♦«« 

Names are a very falfe ftandard pf merit. 
There are fo many artificial proceffes by which 
a temporary reputation may be acquired, that 
every day I grow lefs aftoniftied at the difcovery 
of obfcure genius and unacknowledged virtue. I 
begin to think the beft things in the world are 
latent; certainly the moft beautiful are profaned 
by notoriety. Through the kindnefs of a 
friend I was induced to vifit the ftudio of a 
fculptor who has achieved fo little renown that 
ftrangers are not aware of his exiftence. And 
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yet I have been more gratified than at the 
rooms of other femous artifts. In faft I was 
rejoiced to be diverted from the fadnefs which 

's recent behaviour had occafioned. To 

diffemble was impoffible. The pain I fuffered 
upon refleding on all that paffed, made me 
realize what a folemn thing it is to truft one's 
happinefs in another's keeping. I fhudder to 
imagine what long, inconfolable and bitter an- 
guifh may accrue from entire abandonment to 
any objeft. It is not felfifh forethought ; it is 
not cowardly dread. Outward evil, in its 
worft form, a manly fpirit can bear with grace- 
ful fortitude ; but the foul (brinks from the 
felf-perverfion, the moral fuicide of mifplaced 
devotion. One ftatue afFecfted me greatly in 
the midft of my hopelefs mufings. It repre- 
fented Venus entering the bath, or rather the 
fea, for two or three fliells were exquifitely 
carved upon the Hoping pedeftal. The figure 
is admirable, and of all the Aphrodites I have 
ever feen in marble, the face of this ftruck me 
as the moft lovely. I prefer it in this refpeft 
to the chafte divinity of the Tribune and the 
more voluptuous graces of Canova's. The at- 
titude is modefty perfonified. I could eafily 
fancy a flight trembling of thofe fiiowy limbs, 
with fo coy and iweet a timidity does {he ap- 
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proach the water. Shelley has a fine image 
comparing fome defpairing thought to the chill 
of the waters of oblivion as they ftrike the feet 
on life's dreary fhore. I thought of this as I 
looked upon this almoft. breathing form of the 
goddefs of beauty, thus rendered thrice attrac- 
tive from the half confcious afpeik in which we 
feem to have furprifed her. Madame de Stael 
fays, when we are much attached to our ideas 
we conneft everything to them. There is 
much truth in this. Methought as I gazed 
that thus the heart intimately hefitated on the 
brink of delight, gathering up its cherifhed 
hopes, as (he her garments, and paufing in awe 
of the momentous iffues. Concentration of 
feeling is rare. Few can judge of its eiFe6ls. 
Ah ! Socrates was right in deeming tranquillity 
the only legitimate good. Raptures belong not 
to earth. Shall my peace of mind, my very 
identity be facrificed ? My life-blood I would 
joyoufly pour out like rain, for an adequate 
end ; but, the pureft effence of my fpirit — if it 
is yielded at all, it muft be without meafure. 
♦ ♦ ♦ There are times even in this fhadowy 
and fleeting world, when the outward and fpi- 
ritual elements of life combine to realize the 
rareft dreams of enthufiafm. Such has been 
this Spring day ! The rain ceafed at midnight 
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and the morning opened warm, cryftal and 
bright. Not only feemed inanimate nature to 
palpitate with that vitality, but the heart ftirred 
amidft the balm and funfhine as if about to re- 
new itfelf with higher attributes. A peculiar 
reftleflhefs infefted me. In vain I ftrove to 
mule calmly by the open window ; my thoughts 
were glowing and wild ; neither the page of 
genius nor the converfe of friendfhip controlled 
them. I haftened into the free air and it 
feemed to woo me like the voice of one beloved, 
and hold me round with the embrace of a 
boundlefs tendernefs. The crowd, the very 
fight of human jfaces, was oppreffive. The 
founds of every-day life had a fingular harfh- 
nefs. The very walls and ftreets feemed to 
have acquired a conftrained afpedt, and to in- 
terfere with the freedom of thought. I foon 
found myfelf without the gates, and on my way 

to the villa P . It is approached through 

a long avenue of cypreffes. The deep emerald 
hue and the compact foliage of thefe trees gave 
them a beautiful relievo efFeft in the lucid at- 
mofphere. A grove of citrons fheds a delight- 
ful fragrance, and the dim, grey leaves of an 
adjacent olive-garden were filvery and green 
from the dew. The fpacious rooms of the 
villa were quite deferted. I pafTed many hours 
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in viewing the portraits, the rich hangings and 
vivid marbles, the maffive, antique chairs and 
brilliant frefcoes. It was a fcene to awaken 
vifions of enjoyment, and at the fame time at- 
teft its fragility. I could not but indulge the 
thought how blifsfuUy my exiftence might pafs 
in fuch a domain, cheered by the fbciety and 

hallowed by the love of ! So abforbing 

was my reverie, that I fancied every found her 
footftep, and ftarted joyfully at the play of the 
fbadows as if her form was gliding foftly by. 
Every pleafant rhyme that rofe to memory 
feemed uttered by her lips; every grateful 
emotion that fwelled my heart feemed to find a 
refponfe in her beaming glance. I went forth 
upon the terrace, and a fenfe of her prefence 
and fympathy overflowed my being. The outer 
circle of hills that bounded the river was white 
with ihelvy ridges of fnow, and golden fleecy 
clouds repofed, like fpirits, upon their green 
declivities. The city occupied the vale, and 
from its wide mafs of denfe buildings, the an- 
cient domes and towers rofe gracefully. Every 
tree-top trembled with joy againfl the blue fky. 
The vernal breeze was chartered with hope, 
and the whole was radiant with promife. In 
that " bridal of the earth and fky," I read de- 
licious auguries. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

OFTEN dine at the San Luigi— 
a reftaurant much frequented by 
that fnug, quiet race, found in 
every metropolis, who confider 
quiet a luxury, and efteem parade unworthy a 
man of fenfe. It is a place where the Spefta- 
tor would have gleaned copious material for his 
pages ; but as I am happily free from the per- 
tinacious curiofity which belongs to the Yankee 
character, it is only by fhreds and patches that 
any gleanings of obfervation come to me. A 
portly officer, with iron-grey hair, is generally 
feated at the table adjoining mine. It is amuP- 
ing to fee the deliberate air of enjoyment with 
which he fets about the important funftion of 
dining. Doffing his heavy cap as he enters, 
he gravely falutes the guefls who happen to be 
prefent. Then he *' unclafps the wedded eagles 
of his belt," and hangs his fword upon a peg. 
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The next procefs is to draw forth a white 
handkerchief and remove the duft from his uni- 
form, as far as a few very ftiff and well-timed 
flourifhes over his fhoulders and breaft will ac- 
complifli the objeft. A gold fnuff-box is then 
drawn from his pocket and placed upon the 
table. Having refrefhed himfelf with a pinch 
of the " titillating duft/* he gently pulls a rib- 
bon from under his veft and a very neat eye- 
glafs appears, with which he commences a long 
furvey of the carte, Prefently a look of deter- 
mination appears ; he opens his/erviette with a 
loud a hem J and a keen refolute eye is fixed 
upon the waiter. Guifeppe, who is a kind of 
Arlechino, who is full of pithy rejoinders and 
laughable ways, feems inftantly magnetized by 
the foldier's glance. He flies oftentatioufly to 
his fide, and '* feriouHy inclines" his ear. The 
name of the chofen foup is announced with 
military brevity, and during the minute and a 
half which elapfe before its appearance, the old 
officer ftrokes his enormous moujiaches into or- 
der, and tucks thefn behind his ears; this is the 
final ceremony. The organ of alimentivenefs 
then begins to act, and it is difficult to imagine 
a better pifture of animal content than fuc- 
ceeds. Quite diverfe from this fon of Mars is 
the bearing of a handfome prieft who ufually 
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enters the refcftory five minutes after. He is 
tall, and has what Bulwer calls the ^^ manly 
defe£t of leannefs ;" his eyes are large and ex- 
pref&ve, and his mouth — which is doubtlefs 
the feature that indicates difpofition — eloquent 
of fweetnefs. The dark robe, the raven curls, 
the thoughtful brow, and a manner in which 
high-bred courtesy is fubdued by meeknefs, ren- 
ders this man no ordinary fubje£t of fpeculation. 
He makes you think of Petrarch. I am con- 
fident his life has been '* ftranger than fiflion." 
In the benevolent fmile, the frequent reverie, 
the patience that fo ill accords with the warm 
fpirit glowing in the dark eye, there are inde- 
fcribable tokens of deep experience — fomething 
that inftantly appeals to the imagination. I 
have woven a fcore of romantic deftinies around 
my gentle neighbour, and have been reftrained 
from feeking his acquaintance only by a foolifh 
diflike to rifk the furrender of my air-cafiles. 
But with another daily vifitor of the Tratoria I 
am on very agreeable terms. He is a young 
Spaniard whofe picture, fix years fince, gained 
the firft prize at the Madrid academy. The 
confequence was that the promifing artift re-, 
ceived a penfion to enable him to purfue his 
ftudies at Rome. He remained there until 
political difficulties cut ofF his remittances. He 
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is an enthufiaft, and pofleffes the true Gil Bias 
humour — a cheerful reliance on fortune and a 
ftrong love of adventure. Thefe were the only 
traits which he chofe to develop for the firft 
few days after a mutual friend had introduced 
us to each other. On one occafion, however, 
he was prefent at a warm difcuffion between a 
coterie of Americans in regard to the merit of 
fome Englifh poet. Difcovering from the part 
I took in the converfation that the utilitarian 
principles fo much in vogue were anything but 
genial to my mind, he fuffered me at our next 
meeting to peep into the chambers of his heart. 
When a boy he conceived the idea of educat- 
ing a being to underftand and love him. At 
the age of twenty he found himfelf at Rome, 
and became acquainted with a venerable opti- 
mift of his own profeffion who refided with his 
grandchild, a beautiful girl of eleven. Ere long 
the two painters became ardent friends. The 
youth revealed his cherifhed dream to the ve- 
teran. Old age in this country is often found 
in alliance with youthful feeling. It is fre- 
quently ferene and hopeful. The purfuit of 
art and a life of content had caufed time to deal 
gently with the old man. A generous warmth 
yet lingered in his veins, and the fight of beauty 
had not ceafed to thrill him with joy. He 



fi6 LEAVES FROM THE 

readily lent himfelf to the young man*s views, 
fitted up an apartment for him in his own 
houfe, and there for five years had he been free 
to guide the taftes and mould the fancies of 
that lovely child. She is now his betrothed. 
The artift's eye kindled, and his frame dilated 
as he dwelt upon the gifts and graces of his be- 
loved; and there was as much acutenefs as 
enthufiafm in his vindication of the fingular 
courfe he had purfued and the romantic vifions 
he cherifhed. The high poetic feith of his 
love has had the nobleft influence upon his ge- 
nius. Conceptions fiich as his can only have 
their birth in a romantic temper. Life would 
yield no fuch glowing impreffion to a fpirit 
which exalted aflfeftion had not quickened. 
Certainly art and literature owe their richeft 
trophies to that fpirit of poetry which the world 
is apt to regard as folly when applied to life. 
" To a man of literal and profaic character," 
fays Channing, " the mind may feem lawlefs 
in thefe workings ;. but it obeys a higher law 
than it tranfgrejfei.^* 

A candid man who loves the fex indicates 
the feeling unconfcioufly by the modulation of 
his voice. It is true the coxcomb effays a 
lifping foftnefs when playing the agreeable j but 
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1 woman not wholly blinded by vanity, inftinc- 
tively recognizes fincere derotion by the habi- 
tual change of intonation when (he is addrefTed. 
The heart fpeaks in fuch accents. The manly 
voice that is fuftained and firm almoft to ftern- 
nefe in argument with a fellow man, grows 
fwect and earneft when direded to the ear of 
the gentle creature whofe very prefence calls 
forth at the fame time both his chivalry and 
tendernefs. Indifcriminate flattery is not their 
vocation. To the world their faces are paf- 
fionlefs, glowing only before what is kindred 
and dear. They demonftrate that *' the vio- 
lent are weaker than the mild"^-that *'gen- 
tlenefs is power." Their's is the calmnefs of 
fmcerity, the placidity of truth. Such a man 

is R * He has known too well the noble 

fatisfaftion of fincere intereft to find any plea- 
fure in its heartlefs echo. Like a ftream long 
confined to its fubterranean bed, his beft feel- 
ings gufli fountain-like to meet the pure fun- 
(hine and blefled air of genial and free commu- 
nion. To him female fociety is rather a ne- 
ceffity than a paftime. Burn's *' regimen of 
admiring a fine woman" is a kind of daily 
bread. Deprived of it, his mind lofes healthful 
activity, his fentiment becomes morbid, his life 
grows dreary. This is no myftery. The love 
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of beauty is the matter inftinft of refined and 
deep natures. There are times when it is gra- 
tified with the fight of the mellow light that 
quivers in the Autumn foreft, or the cryftal 
brine expanding into a noble and ifle-gemmed 
bay. In quiefcent moods, the details of a 
painting or the melodious turn of a ftanza may 
footh its pleadings. But often, very often, na- 
ture, with all her varied array of form and hue, 
and lore, with its countlefs jewels of exquifite 
metaphor and winfome language, feem tame 
and diftant. Defire is too earneft, fufceptibi- 
lity too vivid, to be met by the mechanifm or 
hieroglyphics of the beautiful. Something more 
kindred, more human, is needed. Intelleft, 
imagination and heart, not only demand ob- 
jefls but refponfes. The fentient alone will 
give content. "Years that bring the philo- 
fophic mind" or fatisfied affections, attune the 
foul to harmony with nature and literature. It 
is in the paufes of the heart's dreams that we 
liften J and when the image of one beloved is 
fixed within, that we calmly gaze on the uni- 
verfe. While feekers we are reftlefs. Woman 
only — confiding, gifted, fair — can reftore for a 
feafon the equilibrium of a fenfitive mind which 
the rudenefs of life has caft from its happy 
level. Yefterday, the Iky was overcaft. The 
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ftreets were black with mud and fnow. Peo- 
ple glided along with fixed and forlorn looks. 
The coal fmoke rofe heavily from the chimney 
ftacks. It was a Sabbath in Lent, and all the 
gay (hops were clofed, and the faucy voices of 
ftreet-traders and cheerful ftir of week-day life 
were heard no more. I turned from the muf- 
ing group cluftered around the parlour fire, and 
looked from the window. Cheerlelfly the pro- 
fpeft fell upon my heart. Life feemed a dull 
and objeftlefs thing. Its machinery flood forth 
in bold relief. Its better moments came upon 
the memory as fadly out of place and extrava- 
gant. As Hamlet felt that his pure and lofty 
paffion for Ophelia was ftrangely at variance 
with a world where a wife could " kill a king 
and marry with his brother," fo arofe from this 
reverie on a wet Sunday morning, the thought 
of renunciation, as if a man fhould fay pitifully 
to his foul, " get thee to a nunnery." The 
day pafTed heavily on, and as night approached 
hope revived, as fhe is wont to do, with the 
appearance of the flars. I thought of the 
pialm that fays — 

The ftar of the unconquered will — 

He rifes in my breaft ; 
Serene and refolute and ftill. 

And calm and felf-poflefTed. 
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I pafled the evening with funny and gifted 

C , and fo renewed exiftence. R 

came home with me and lies afleep on the fofa, 
little thinking that I have been journalizing his 
charaderiftics. 

What a change in a few hours ! After tra- 
verfing a plain which difplayed the ufual fields 
of grain, we commenced afcending the moun- 
tains, and were amid the Alps. Beneath the 
moon, how wild^ defolate and grand, feemed 
their bare peaks (hooting up to heaven ! As 
the dawn broke, mafTes of fnow, the utter ab- 
fence of vegetation, the cold blaft and icy 
wheel-track betokened the complete reign of 
Winter — and the fun went down to our eyes 
upon a verdant and balmy landfcape ! Such a 
quick tranfition of the feafons produces a pe- 
culiar and melancholy impref&on. It brings 
home and makes intenfe that vague feeling of 
viciffitude, that keen fenfe of the law of change, 
which more gradual mutations caufe us to real- 
ize but feebly. The bleak fcenery along the 
heights, creates too, a painful emotion of fuf- 
penfe. It is in approaching the naked elements 
of nature as in viewing an anatomical mufeum ; 
the bleft illufions which conceal or fublimate 
the material, for a while vaniih. We are forced 
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to refledt, and exiftence lofes that unconfciouf- 
nefs in which lies its peace. 

I feel here in France like a ftranger. En- 
tering the country thus from Italy is certainly 
not fitted to prepoffefs the traveller. There is 
little to attraft in the profpeft ; it is not lefe 
monotonous than unpicturefque. The vines 
grow on little ftakes inftead of being " feftooned 
from tree to tree ;" and fcarcely any but the 
poplar is vifible. The coftume of the pea- 
fents is coarfe and ungraceful ; and their enor- 
mous wooden clogs make a forlorn click upon 
the huge pavements of the dreary provincial 
towns. There is no little exaggeration in the 
notions we Americans entertain of "funny 
France." There are a few charming localities 
in the fouth ; but one may pafs from Havre to 
Marfeilles, and find but occafional cheer fuch as 
gratifies his fenfes in the United States. If 
one goes rapidly through the country, it can 
fcarcely fail to become afTociated with the mere 
mechanical details of life. The language is 
that of conventionalifm. Its tone and phrafes 
feem applicable mainly to etiquette and cookery, 
and its highefl relation is with fcience. There 
is (bmething abfolutely inappropriate in cloth- 
ing high thoughts, deep fentiment, or lofty ear- 
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neftnefs of feeling in fuch a tongue. It is true, 
fome of the great preachers, and a few chap- 
ters of Lamartine or Chateaubriand, may feem 
to contravene this idea ; but let any reader of 
refledlion and feniibility compare the exprelfion 
of the (ame emotions as uttered in Englifli or 
Italian. How petty become Shakefpeare's no- 
bleft paflTages in French ! Madame de Stael's 
beft thoughts tranflate themfelves always in the 
lympathizing mind of an Englifh reader into 
his own language. There is fome rational 
ground for the prejudice of Alfieri and Cole- 
ridge ; for there is an effential difcrepancy be- 
tween French nature and human nature. We 
recognize it inftinftively when we fpeak of 
perfons being Frenchified. They feem to en- 
joy the material of life rather than its depths. 
Everything with them is taken en pajfant. A 
refined but fuperficial theory is the univerfal 
faith. There is little individuality, little inten- 
fity or concentration ; but vaft talent, wonder- 
ful power of adaptation — ta«a, glibnefs, com- 
placency, animal enthufiasm, efprit^ wit, life — 
engaging fpirit — but little foul. 

We pafled the barrier about dark. The 
gloomy towers Teemed to frown in the twilight. 
One of my fellow-travellers, as we came in 
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fight of the Jardin des Plantes, remarked that 
the palm-tree within its walls had bloflbmed 
this year for the flrft time. The transfer of 
thofe lofty children of the defert to the heart of 
fuch a metropolis is a ftriking faft. ♦ * * 
Paris is France. It is eminently the refidence 
for fingle men ; for the exigencies of life are 
all provided for, and its luxuries attainable with- 
out homes What an incongruous blending of 
affociations ! The boulevards, gardens, reftau- 
rants and theatres fo acceffible and modified 
according to the wants and means of the vaft 
crowd ; where public leisures and locomotive 
reading-rooms afford ready mental pabulum; 
and the lamp-pofts are ftill {landing upon 
which vidtims of the Revolution were hung ; 
and wreaths of immortels yet daily placed upon 
the bafe of Napoleon's column. The grifette 
trips winfomely along the ftreet as the funeral 
car winds by to Fere la Chaife. In the paf- 
fages^ of a rainy day, one can walk, fmoke and 
obferve to his heart's content. I am ftruck 
with the truth of fome remarks by an acute 
writer. " The French love their dogs the more 
they are fliabby. A Frenchman is always a 
mimic, an a£lor \ and all that nonfenfe which 
we fuffer to go to wafte in our country, he 
economizes for the enjoyment of fociety. They 
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have been polite, and continue to live on the 
credit of their anceftors. They are always 
fuddled enough with their own animal fpirits, 
and need no rum. The French are hyperbo- 
lical ; the Englifh not even emphatic." I fee 
very few beautiful women in Paris ; but nearly 
all have charming manners, were it not that 
they so often appear premeditated and artificial 
—a mechanical habit rather than a natural lan- 
guage. The Madeline is truly beautiful, efpe- 
cially at certain hours. Its exterior has been 
expofed to view fince my laft vifit, and took 
me moft agreeably by furprife. I fell in to-day 
with the following tranflation from a northern 
poet — as anti-Gallic a piece of rhyme as the 
moft inveterate hater of Monfieur could defire : 

Formed for a race of infidels, and fit 

To laugh at truth and fkepticize in wit. 

What ftammering, fniveling founds, which fcarcely dare 

Through nafal channels to falute the air i 

Yet helped by apes' grimaces and the devil 

Have ruled the world, and ruled the world for evil. 

The moft intelligent and noble people are 
thofe who moft frequently avow their diffatif- 
faftion with fociety ; and it has been remarked 
by foreigners, that they have ufually encoun- 
tered their moft interefting acquaintances in 
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America out of the focial arena ; and hence 
the oft-repeated inquiry, why thofe who, by 
their gifts and intrinfic worth, are beft fitted to 
elevate as weU as adorn life, fo pertinacioufly 
cling to their own firefides. It certainly does 
not fpring from a want of the fentiment of fel- 
lowfhip, or any morbid felf-love, for thefe very 
individuals are the moft fetisfaftory aflbciates 
in the world when met on their own ground. 
The only rational way of accounting for thefe 
phenomena is to be found in the eflential bar- 
rennefe of fociety itfelf, in the artificial bafis 
upon which its arrangements are formed, and 
the petty enjoyments to which it ufually minif- 
ters. No wife or fincere perfon long purfues 
an objeft which he is convinced is worthlefe ; 
and the young American of chara£^er ufually 
takes a furfeit of focial life at the outfet, finds it 
quite vapid compared to the hearty and, per- 
haps^ brilliant companionfhip of his academic 
days — and if he has any high aim, or ftrong 
perfonal taftes, falls back upon himfelf, or his 
fpecial avocation, and what talent and genero* 
fity he poffeffes is in a great meafure loft to his 
fellow-beings, or vifits them only through a 
profeffional channel. It is for this reafon that 
the beft endowed of our citizens are fo one- 
fided* They adopt a (et of opinions, and the 
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familiar attrition of other and different minds 
does not fubdue their angular and obtrufive in- 
fluence. One of the chief bleffings of fociety, 
in its legitimate adlion, is that it tends to 
broaden the fympathies of the individual by in- 
troducing him to a variety of character, and 
enabling him to fee good under every form of 
manners and opinions. Withdrawn into a 
clique, or abforbed in felfifh purfuits, there is 
no generous fcope for his mind ; its partial de- 
velopment is a natural refult, and he enjoys but 
a (lender profpe<El of cultivating that fine fpirit 
of humanity, which lends the higheft grace to 
mental power, and the fweeteft charm to life. 
This evil, of which not a few are confcious 
when habit has made it difficult to change, 
would not accrue if fociety had more permanent 
attradlions, if it was more (imply organized, 
and thus made acceffible and inviting to men 
of intelleftual activity and noble fympathies. 

Swedenborg aptly divides love into natural, 
which yields delights ; rational, which gives 
fatisfadion ; and fpiritual, producing blefTednefs. 
The ideal actualized is the combination of the 
three — a refult feldom known on earth. Next 
to a '' confummation fo devoutly to be wifhed,'* 
it feems to me, is that relation which fupplies 
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to each individual the elements they refpe£Hvely 
need. Let the man of fpiritual tendencies find 
in natural and rational love the balance of his 
nature, and graft upon the obje£l of his affec- 
tions that higher fentiment, which would add a 
crowning and immortal grace to her foul. 
Thefe diflindtions are not fanciful, and I think 
the evidence of their reality is to be found in 
the peculiar influence which each attradive 
woman exerts upon a fufceptible man. No- 
thing can be more unlike than the ftates of 
mind and feeling they produce. In one cafe 
there is a bewilderment, as if a magic procefs 
were going on. The heart is fafcinated through 
the fenfes, and the will, as it were, fpell-bound. 
In another a quiet pleafure, a fenfe of com- 
pletenefs, a tranquil content, are the refult. 
This laft efFeft is doubtlefs the moft real and 
healthful. There is fomething about it that 
gives promife of continuance. It is like a na- 
tive atmofphere, and the very felf-pofTefSon in 
which the glad heart is lapped, feems a pledge 
that it has found a home. True love is con- 
tent not rapture; and the moft ardent and 
fenfitive at laft thirfts only for high and fweet 
repofe. Even phyfiologifts recognize this prin- 
ciple of felf-founded affinity as oppofed to the 
mere tumult of paffion. They explain by dif- 



tiS LEAVES FROM THE 

ference of temperaments the mutual attra£tion 
ground of mental diverfities. If matter is, to 
the minuteft extent, the exponent of mind, 
phyfical laws only confirm fpiritual. There is 
a peace born of intercourfe bafed upon this ge- 
nuine adaptation which gives the faculties the 
trueft play. A miniflry is going on, not fug- 
gefled by caprice, but ordained of Heaven. 
The relaxed nerves of the being whofe fend- 
ment has made life oppreffive, grow ftrong ; 
while the wilful coolnefs of the creature he 
loves is foftened by his communion, to a grace- 
ful tendernefs that deepens her confcioufhefe 
and purifies her heart. It is when fuch a 
hopeful ifTue dawns with prolific joy upon the 
mind, that one can frankly utter himfelf, in the 
language of Steele, " Let us go on making our 
regards to each other, mutual and unchangea- 
ble ; that while the world around us is enchanted 
with the falfe fatisfadlions of vagrant defire, our 
perfons may be fhrines to each other, facred to 
conjugal faith and heavenly fociety." 

I could not fleep without inditing this item 
of the philofophy of love, for I have experienced 
its truth. One of the mofl painful things in the 
world is to have tendernefs excited, unaccom- 
panied by refpeft, — to love and yet doubt the 
worth of the objedl j to ftruggle againft per- 
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ception, and keep up a kind of fpecial pleading 
with one's better nature in order to juftify its 
fympathies ; to feel obliged to refolve that the 
claims fliall be broken, and be ever tempted to 
poftpone the refolution. In fuch a ftate of 

mind I went to a party at 's. Such fcenes 

have little attractions for me, unlefs I can iur- 
vey them with a kindred fpirit, or find fome 
temporary intereft which fhall beguile me of 
their vapid glare. I was introduced to the 
Countefs , upon whofe face and figure na- 
ture had ftamped traits of kindly noblenefs. In 
her fociety I found a ferene enjoyment long 
awakened* My feelings were foothed, not ex- 
cited. I wifhed only to inhale the atmofphere 
of that happy prefence^ and bear away its infpi- 
ration. No brilliancy and little fentiment was 
difcoverable in her mien or language, only 
cheerfulnefs, truth and affeftion. Upon thefe, 
methought,. might be reared a temple of feli- 
city. Her mouth had the flexible richnefs that 
ever indicates feeling ; her eyes at times grew 
deep with fenfibility j her utterance was de- 
layed and mufical as of a complacent and 
flumbering heart; her carriage was majeftic, 
but frank and cordial. How opportune for me 
was the meeting ! It gave me an image upon 
which I could ponder with fatisfadtion, and 

K 
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thus encouraged my righteous purpofe to for- 
get. I will fall afleep with thee in my thoughts 
to-night, thou who thus crofled my path like a 
better angel. I will dwell upon the lofty pro- 
mife, the high delight of which thou feemeft 
the herald. I will refrefh my dazzled vifion 
with thy fweet countenance, as the aftronomer 
turns his weary eyes at dawn from the diftant 
iky-fires, to the green and dewy herbage. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

pHE day has been fultry beyond any 
I have experienced. The ufually 
bufy ftreets appeared quite de- 
ferted at noon, and a languor, 
almoft death-like In its quietude, feemed to 
brood over life and nature. Slowly paffed the 
hours as through the clofed blinds ftole in an 
occafional breath of the firocco hot with the 
defert ; and the drowfy hum of the locuft or 
the fharp trill of the cicada from the parched 
herbage of the court-yard came liftleflly to the 
ear. It feemed as if the fhades of evening 
would n^ver defcend. I waited not for the 
laft ftreak of crimfon to fade from the (ky be- 
fore I ventured forth, thoroughly weary of the 
dumb and fuffocating lonelinefs. The arid 
pavements almoft fcorched my feet, and a qui- 
vering glow feemed to radiate from the heated 
buildings upon my cheek. Children lay in 
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heaps about the entrance of the dwellings im- 
patiently waving off the infers that difturbed 
their flumbers. Here and there through a lat- 
tice gleamed a dark eye, or a large fan vibrated 
flowly. It feemed an age before I reached 

C *s dwelling. Our greetings were fcarcely 

uttered before we became filent — looked into 
each other's faces and finiled, or Amultaneoufly 
fighed, fo completely were all weighed down 
by the oppreffive atmofphere. Darknefs had 
nearly concealed us from each other's view, 

when C ftarted with fomething of her 

ufual vivacity, and exclaimed " the breeze !" 
She threw her veil over her head, and in a few 
moments we were at the water's edge. A boat- 
man fprang up at our approach, and as the 
wind frefliened, a few rapid ftrokes of his oar 
brought us into the midft of the bay which 
gliftened all over with the moonbeams. I do 
not remember to have experienced fo quick 
and delicious a tranfition. The briny air re- 
newed us at once, and the long repreffed fpirits 
rofe " as at the touch of an enchanter's wand,** 

C fang her beft airs, and her rich deep 

tones feemed to fill the Ipace around, and then 
come with joyous trembling back into our veiy 
hearts. The whole fcene — deep blue hiUs 
frowning fublimely in the diftance — graceful 
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craft reflefted at intervals on the cryftal water 
— a full moon failing above — fo fair and fym- 
pathetic a being befide me — the cool breezes 
and the gufhing fong, thus greeting the fenfes 
and the foul after fo many hours of folitary laffi- 
tude, combined to awaken pleafurable fenfa- 
tions only to be experienced through contrail, 
and fully known as are the vifits of angels in 
the lapfes of care. 

When one is deceived in his friendfliip, or 
thrown back upon himfelf by mifplaced confi- 
dence and unrecognized fympathy,how inclined 
he is to adopt the refblution of the noble Co- 
riolanus : 

I'll never 
Be fuch a gofling as to obey inftin6l ; but ftand 
As if a man were author of himfelf^ 
And knew no other kin. 

Shakefpeare (hows his wonderful knowledge 
of the heart by uniting pride and fenfibility in 
his beft charafters. The former is a Ihield to 
the latter, without which the moft felf-devoted 
beings would be unarmed and defencelefs. I 
have always obferved that felf-refped is often 
allied with a child-like abandonment to thofe 
worthy of confidence. From the many only 



134 LEAVES FROM THE 

efteem is deiired by high fouls ; from the few 
love. 

It has been faid of Dante that his filence is 
greater than his fpeech. Is it not fo with all 
true power in nature and in life ? Why do we 
fo quickly diftruft pretenfions of any kind? 
What eloquence is fo touching as that of re- 
ftrained feeling ? Are not prefaces to books, 
profeflions in friendfhip, and cant in religion 
defervedly regarded with fufpicion ? There is 
no fingle trait of greatnefs fo univerfa) as iim- 
plicity ; and the more reality there is in cha- 
racter, the greater the impatience at what is 
conventional. It is not furprifing that as this 
inverfe ratio of the genuine to the apparent 
unfolds itfelf in our experience, we come to re- 
gard the unpretending as the beft evidence of 
the true. I have feen more difplay of maritime 
lore and authority in a pleafure boat than on 
board national fhips. Cellini, the greater part 
of whofe works are buttons and vafes, out- 
boafted Michael Angelo and Raphael. The 
modeft brevity of Perry's defpatches from Lake 
Erie are as indicative of noblenefs as his bravery. 
Othello announces his fuicide with the dire£t- 
nefs of a warrior, " and fmote him thus ;'* and 
the other extreme is richly illuftrated by Fal- 
ftafPs '' men in buckram." 
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. lo fprezzo 

Gente loiquace ; ha pochi detti il forte, 
Molti il codardo. 

" The flafh that lighteth up a valley amid the 
dark midnight of a ftorm, coineth the mind with 
that fcene (harper than fifty fummers." 

There is a deep tranquillity in fome parts of 
this ancient city of ^i(a, which afFeds one 
ftrangely. I left the carriage which brought 
me from Florence on one of the bridges. It 
was but an hour or twQ paft noon, for. we 
ftarted at daylight. During the greater part of 
our ride the heavens were overcaft, and occa- 
fionally the rain fell, but at length the fun broke 
forth, and his rays glittered on the dripping 
vine-leaves, and fhone amid the flax bloflfoms 
like tears in blue eyes — while every olive tree 
looked frefli, and the heavy ftone walls grew 
darker with the moifture. As I fprang upon 
the pavement of the bridge, the fweeping curve 
of palaces on the river's bank,fo finely expofed 
to the fun, rofe at once before me, and wholly 
juflified the praifes I have fo often heard of 
their fituation. Indeed this quarter of the city 
is an exception to the reft. There is a funny 
cheerfulnefs about it quite in contraft with the 
narrow and lonely ftreets on the other fide of 
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the river. I gazed with intereft upon the fa- 
cades of thefe lofty buildings,and efpecially upon 
the palace occupied by Byron and Shelley- 
Groups of well-drefled people were chatting 
near the parapet. A few fallow invalids in 
cloaks were flowly promenading, fome of the 
{hops looked gay^ and as I flood at the entrance 
of a book-ftore, an acquaintance hailed me 
from within, and introduced me to Roilini the 
celebrated author, whofe hiftorical novels, after 
the manner of Scott, and learned commentaries 
on Taflb are well known throughout Italy. 
He is a large man, with a maffive and ftriking 
head, thickly covered with grey curly hair, 
very aflable and defervedly popular. We talked 
about America-r-the feafon and things in gene- 
ral. The afternoon, however, was too clear 
and balmy to be pafTed within doors, and I 
foon haftened forth to perambulate the town 
till dark. 

At an angle where the weed-covered walls 
of the old republic are ftill vifible,* ftand the 
Campo Santo, the Baptiftery, the Cathedral, and 
the Leaning Tower in a line; and oppofite, 
feparated by the road leading through the adja- 
cent gate to the Cafcine, is a large, modern 
hofpital. The three former edifices rife from a 
plain of green level turf, and feen as I faw 
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them, on a lonely evening of early Summer, 
their noble, rich and antiquated forms thus con- 
gregated in a deferted and tranquil feftion of 
the town, near the beautiful hills and meadows 
of the vicinity, prefent an appearance unique 
and attractive in the higheft degree. The 
earth in the Campo Santo was brought from 
the Holy Land ; and the roofs of its light ar- 
cades are covered with frefcoes in the earlieft 
flyle of Italian art. The Duomo is of the 
Greco- Arabo-Pifano order, built in the eleventh 
century, in the form of a Latin crofs. The 
Pifans confecrated the plunder taken from the 
Saracens in 1063, to its ereftion. The bronze 
gate reminds one of the Baptiftery at Florence, 
ftill adorned with the chains taken from the 
ancient warriors of this republic. The tower 
was built in 11 74. It is one hundred and 
ninety feet high, and its declination from the 
perpendicular is thirteen feet. I have feen few 
landfcapes fo beautiful as that obtainable from 
its fummit, embracing an extenfive feries of 
highly cultivated fields, dotted with villas and 
fkirted by the Apennines, glowing with purple 
in the funfet, and on the other fide the tiled 
roofs, grey walls and towers of the old city. 
Not far from the fpot is the palace of Ugolino, 
whofe horrible fate is fo vividly depicted in the 
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Inferno; and from this very obfervatory Ga- 
lileo watched the ftars. The hollow fquare 
of the Campo Santo is furrounded with old far- 
cophagi and mutilated bufts, and paved with 
infcribed tablets ; it is filled with rank weeds 
and flowers, and at each corner fhoots up a 
folitaiy cyprefs. The graceful tracery — the 
mildewed frefcoes — the chirp of a lone bird 
among the arches — ^with the long echo of my 
fbotfteps — made the fcene deeply impreflive. 
Moonlight, however, is the time to feel the 
infpiration of fuch a fpot. There ftand the 
beft coUedied architediural reprefentations of 
humanity. The hofpital is a type of fuffering 
—the baptiftery of birth — the church of prayer f 
— the cemetery of death, and the tower of af- i 
piration. Lovely fymbols are they all — hallowed 
by time and adorned by genius, rifing midway 
between the town and the country — the bufy 
fcenes of man, and the ferene quietude of na- 
ture. As I ftood there while twilight came 
on, I felt as a pilgrim at one of the fhrines he 
has wandered far to behold, and whence he is 
deftined to carry away memories of penfive de- 
light. 

The regime under which I am placed with a 
view to my recovery, prohibits focial excite- 
ment. Circumftances have thus obliged me 
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once more to exchange a life of adtion for one 
of books ; and in the intervals of reading, their 
comparative utility has again and again prefented 
itfelf. It is, indeed, a problem of no flight in- 
tereft, in an age like this, to decide how far 
and under what modifications it is well for the 
individual to be occupied with literature. The 
habit of conftant reading undoubtedly dwarfs 
as many minds as it ftimulates. The moft in- 
terefting companions we encounter are, by no 
means thofe whom acquifitions fo derived have 
enriched ; but rather fuch as vivid fympathies 
and refleflive obfervation continually keep 
awake and progrefSve. I had a long difcuffion 
recently with a man of genius, who has attained 
an extenfive reputation as an author, as to the 
relative importance of the prefs and focial life 
as means of influence ; and we foon agreed that 
while the former is more extenfive, the latter is 
often more real and fatisfadlory. A writer 
may divert thoufands — but it is by imprefling 
one's individuality through perfonal intercourfe 
upon fingle minds — fwaying impulfes, grafting 
opinions, exciting fympathy, and moulding the 
will, and doing all this to a noble end and from 
difinterefted and lofty motives, that gifted 
beings completely realize themfelves. When 
we look narrowly at books it would feem that 
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they are defigned to beguile age and convalef- 
cence rather than employ lives. When we 
through ideality recognize the beautiful around 
us, what need have we of written poetry? 
When our own experience teems with abforb- 
ing intereft — why fhould we turn to the drama, 
having ourfelves a real and momentous part to 
ena£l? When events in our daily exiftencc 
bear fo intimately upon the deftinies of the race 
that they need but the lapfe of time to give 
them the dignity of hiftory — is it not nobler for 
us to achieve than to record, to be thoughtful 
fpe<Slators of paffing events, than the patient 
ftpdents of ancient chronicles ? '' Writing," 
laid the Countefs Fauftina, *' is but the furro- 
gate of living ;" and at thofe times when we 
really do live, 

** The rhymes are dazzled from their place. 
And ordered words afunder fly.'* 

It was the remark of a philofopher of antiquity 
that he liked a man without letters better than 
letters without a man. If fuch an idea had force 
then, how much more fignificant is it now that 
the means and appliances of literature are fo dif- 
fufed that it has become no fmall part of a wife 
man's duty to guard himfelf zealoufly againft the 
encroachments of the pre'fs, that they do not 
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overlay his very humanity and caufe him to read 
inftead of to think, and live altogether in other 
people's ideas inftead of developing truth for 
himfelf out of his own thoughts and experience 
^-the only procefs which will thoroughly in- 
vigorate and expand his nature. Lamb ufed to 
iay that one may lofe himfelf in another man's 
mind as eafily as in another man's grounds ; 
and Hobbes declared that if he had read as 
much as other men, he fhould be as ignorant 
as they. Patrick Henry, whofe eloquence has 
the traditional fame in America that Sheridan's 
has in England, was a very indifferent ftudent, 
and when afked whence he derived his ideas, 
anfwered that he read men. 

There is doubtlefs fuch a thing as an art of 
reading, if we could but feize upon and apply its 
principles. The chief of thefe, I believe, is 
obedience to our permanent inftinfts ; for only 
that which is genial to any mind affimilates with 
it ; and nothing can be more abfurd than forced 
reading. The only advantage it pretends to is 
difcipline, and this maybe obtained by lefs coftly 
means than the facrifice involved in affociating 
books only with reftraint and taflc-work. After 
all chance reading appears to be the moft ef- 
feftive. " It was," fays Scott, fpeaking of 
Percy's Reliques, ** beneath a huge plantain 
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tree, in the ruins of what had been intended for 
an old-fafliioned arbor, that I read thefe volumes. 
Nor do I believe I ever read a book half fo 
frequently or with half the enthufiafm/* It is 
curious to notice the tafte of diftinguiflied men 
in reading. Napoleon loved Offian, and Paul 
Jones, Thomfon's Seafons. Probably the great- 
eft advantage of books is indireft, and therefore 
more likely to be realized by defultory than 
formal readers. Scholars are too much given 
to the technicalities of literature, to feize readily 
upon its fpirit, which is often more defirable 
than the former. Men of experience, heroes, 
philofophers, and poets — they who are practifed 
in obfervation, apt in reafoning upon h£kSj and 
quick to feel impreffions, are the beft readers, 
becaufe they recognize clearly what accords 
with or grows out of what they have feen, and 
have the power of abandoning themfelves to 
the very infpiration which originally moved the 
author to exprefs himfelf. Such were the 
readers that Sterne defired fo ardently. '* I 
would go fifty miles on foot," he fays, " to kife 
the hand of that man whofe generous heart will 
give up the reins of his imagination into his 
author's hands, be pleafed he knows not why 
and cares not wherefore." We of the North, 
make reading like everything elfe in life, too 



DIARY OF A DREAMER. 143 

much of a ftudy, and become abftra<ft from a 
too marked divifion of grave and cheerful em- 
ployments. It is very pleafing to the ftranger 
to fee fo many complacent old gentlemen read- 
ing the journals under the trees in cities abroad ; 
the monk intent upon his breviary as dawn 
ftruggles through the windows of the travelling 
carriage, and quiet figures mufing over fome 
favourite poet in retired nooks of public gardens. 
Books are admirable fubjefts of converfation, 
and the manner in which they afFeft taftes 
ftrikingly indicates charaiSer. Johnfon ap- 
proved " books you could carry to the fire ;'* 
a fpecies quite unknown at the period of folios 
to which Crabbe alludes : — 

Princes and kings received the ponderous gift. 
And ladies read the work they could not lift. 

When we are tired of a book we can lay it by, 
or exchange it for another, and this it is which 
makes books the moft convenient friends. It 
is delightful to meet readers who are free from 
intolerance, who are in regard to literature what 
Allfton confefles himfelf to be in regard to art j 
" wide likers," and fhare the catholic tafte of 
the humorous eflayift who declared that Shaf- 
telbury was not too fine for him nor Tom Jones 
too low. A flavifh reader is as unendurable as 
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an illiberal one. Caliban iktirizes the clafs when 
he fays of Profpero : — 

Remember 
Firft to poffefs his books ; for without them 
He's but a fot as I am, and hath not 
One fpirit to command. 

Old Montaigne combined rarely habits of ftudy 
with thofe of obfervation, and on this account 
his views of reading are not without authority. 
*' 'Tis the beft vaticum/' he fays, *' I have yet 
found upon this human^ journey; and yet I 
rather accept of any fort of diverfion, how light 
foever, becaufe this can never foil me. The 
ftudy of books is a languifliing and feeble notion, 
whereas conference teaches and exercifes at 
once. Of the experience I have of myfelf, 
I find enough to make me wife, if I were but a 
good fcholar. I had rather forge my foul than 
furnijh it." The Ettrick Shepherd was doubt* 
lefs of the fame opinion, for he declares in the 
Noctes, '* I hae no great leebrary, peck o't 
confifts o' twenty volumes o' my ain writing ; 
but, oh ! man, it is fweet to fit down, on a calm 
Summer evening, on a bit knowe by the loch 
fide, and let ane's mind gang dandering awa 
down the pages o' fome volume of genius, 
creating thochts along with the author, till, at 
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laft you dinna weel ken whilk o' you made the 
beft." 

% * * * 4k * 

Had a very pleafant interview with Sifmondi, 
He is wholly unafFe<fted, fimple in his coftume 
and tafte, and of a truly benevolent temper. 
He told me that his life was Co methodized that 
he feldom experienced any ill efFeft from mental 
labour. A certain part of the year he deyoted 
to arranging and coUefting materials for his 
works ; another portion to writings and a third 
to travelling. Each day was equally devoted 
to ftudy, exercife and focial intercourfe. The 
latter feems his chief pleafure. I have never 
feen an author fo devoid of egotifm. His frank 
and quiet manner and fenfible difcourfe were 
•» delightful. 

Let me not dwell, longer on thefe difap- 
pointments, bitter, keen, overwhelming as they 
are. Rather will I deftroy the record and let 
time do his perfeft work, as I truft and believe 
he will ; (o that henceforth what was defpair 
fhall grow into mild regret, and what is darkly 
myfterious become intelligible. 

After long deprivation, haw unfpeakably 
grateful is fleep ! Well did honeft Sancho pro- 
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nounce a benedicSlion on its inventor, and fay 
that it wraps one all about like a cloak. ^^ It 
feldom vifits forrow ; when it doth it is as com- 
forter." There is refreihment in the very 
words in Ion, — 

I have drawn 
From the felefteft fountain of repofc, 
A blefled calm. 

I confefs that fuperftition, unlefs in a very 
degraded form, is not fo repulfive to me as 
irreverence, or an entire difregard to the feelings 
of others, Yefterday there was a proceffion 
here in honour of St. Agatha. An American 
officer went coolly up, and lighted his cigar at 
one of the tapers borne before the hoft. He 
attempted to juftify the procedure on the ground 
of the fcene being a heartlefs mummery. To 
many of the fpeftators, however, it was evi- 
dently facred 5 and to all with refined fenfes or 
a particle of fenfibility, there was a fo^emn 
pathos in the mufic — the white figures and 
holy effigies. I once heard a diftinguifhed 
pulpit orator, endeavouring to clear away the 
difficulties of faith, exclaim to his audience, 
" Whatever to you appears holy, be that to you 
religion ! " Is there any other religion to the 
individual ? 
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The abufes of the monaftic fyftem have been 
repeatedly expofed, and to the eye of a repub- 
lican the moft hateful objefts in Europe are 
foldiers and priefts. I muft confefs that my 
prejudices againft the latter have been modified 
byagreeable perfonal aflbciations. I read Italian 

at , with a fimple-hearted old man, whofe 

unobtruflve demeanour and kindlineis of heart 
accorded well with his clerical garb. His pro- 
feffional duty was confined to faying mafs at a 
little church jufl outfide of one of the gates of 
the town, for which he received two pauls a 
day. At ten o'clock he came into the city and 
went to the Englifli reading-room to look over 
the French journals, for the one little peg upon 
which hung his fmall modicum of felf-efteem, 
was a conceit of political infight. He was 
always predidling the downfell of Louis Phi- 
lippe, and amufing himfelf with the fhort-fighted 
policy of his holinefs at Rome. Having gleaned 
the material of his day's difcourfe, the old man 
laid by his fped^acles and went forth to give an 
hour to each of his few pupils, reading with 
them Goldoni and Arioilo, and interfperfing the 
lefTon with fundry exclamations of encourage- 
ment and anecdotes of life in his country, with 
occafional political digreffions. At vefpers he 
returned to his humble domicile to dine, took 
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his evening walk on the promenade, and then 
repaired to a little cafe to play a game of 
checkers with one of his brethren. Such had 
been his life for two fcore years, and he was 
the image of contentment. I was furprifed one 
morning at Palermo by a vifit from a Francif- 
can monk, who, not content with offering fome 
fine olives and figs — the produce of his convent 
garden — infifled upon claiming me as a coun* 
tryman. There was certainly nothing Ameri- 
can in the coarfe brown robe, hempen girdle, 
and ihaven crown and long beard of the friar ; 
but his femiliarity with New York localities 
foon convinced me that his pretenfions were 
authentic. His ftory was, that while engaged 
in the trade of a mafon, he fell from a high 
fcafiblding, and was fo much injured as to be 
confined for months to the hofpital. He there 
read a life of St. Francis, and vowed if he re- 
covered, to join his fraternity. In accordance 
with this refolution he had come hither feveral 
years fince, and feemed to feel no degradation 
in roaming the ftreets of the Sicilian capital with 
a fack inftead of a hod, although he confefled 
that the fight of the American flag in the har- 
bour fometimes awoke ftrong yearnings. Padre 
Pafcal, the head of the Armenian convent at 
Venice, was one of the moft delightful cicerones 
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I ever met, and juftified Lord Byron's par- 
tiality. One of the handfomeft men I ever faw 
was a young Dominican who was my com- 
panion for a week on a journey to Rome ; and 
can I readily forget the learned and gentlemanly 
abbe who introduced me to Silvio Pellico? 
Father Ambrofe, a venerable prieft, reverenced 
for his fandlity, ufed to ftand at the ftreet 
corners at Florence and blefs little children. 
It was a beautiful fight. Who does not feel a 
kind of affedion for Sterne's monk ? Are not 
the friar who befriended Juliet and the one who 
vindicated Hero to be gratefully remembered ? 
Pax vobifcum. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

HAVE paffedthislongjbalmjrfore- 
noon delightfully — reading Haw- 
thorne. How confiderate in B — 
to fend thefe winfome volumes to 
refrefh my exile ! I remember when I firft 
encountered one of his (ketches in a Bofton 
annual, I thought Hawthorne was an aflumed 
name quaintly devifed for an Elia-iih incognito; 
and It ftruck me as quite appropriate, for is not 
hawthorn the favourite hedge, and is not its 
very mention fuggeftive of verdure, home and 
a cheering wayfide ? I know not how long I 
remained under this delufion, but being accuf- 
tomed to haunt the Athenaeum, I would fome- 
times look up from my book and fpeculate upon 
the filent figures around me in the reading- 
room.. I cannot affirm that there was often 
anything in them upon which imagination might 
complacently repofe ; neither did their habitual 
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attitudes emulate the graces of Praxiteles. They 
were chiefly retired merchants who dozed or 
mumbled over the newfpapers, and whofe phy- 
flognomies betokened Mammon's votaries : 

Acrofs whofe brain fcarce dares to creep 
Aught but Thrift's parent pair — ^to get, to keep. 

There was occafionally, indeed, a fprinkling 
of profeiEonal youths whofe fees were inade- 
quate to their oiHce rents, and whofe leifurely 
movements betokened a hopelefs ignorance of 
patients or clients. Sometimes, too, a well-to- 
do phyfician, with that air of felf-efteem con- 
fequent upon being a domeftic necefSty to 
fundry profperous families, would ftep rapidly 
in, whip in hand, and ftand a few moments at 
the table careleflly glancing at an Engliih re- 
view ; or a popular divine would enfconce him-- 
felf in an arm-chair and very fnugly gloat over 
Hook's jokes or Blackwood's fneers, peering 
ever and anon about, to aflure himfelf he was 
unobferved by any prying member of " our pa- 
rifh." Into this heterogeneous affembly I more 
than once obferved a perfonage glide with a very 
unobtrufive ftep, and a certain gentle felf-with- 
drawal of bearing that awakened in my breaft 
a vague iympathy. His figure was completely 
enveloped in a cloak— the high cape almoft 
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concealing his features. He walked, as I have 
faid, very modeftly in, feated himfelf noifeleffly 
by the table, drew a magazine towards him, 
and leaning his head with a kind of fubdued 
content above it, feemed to read like a man who 
could fold an author's thoughts up in his own 
with an affeftionate patience. He never looked 
around. There was a harmonized quietude in 
his pofition. In fad he wore that afpeft which 
makes one of lively fympathies inftinftively fay, 
'*A penny for your thoughts" — only there was 
that about him which repelled all idle curiofity. 
You felt there was a rich human fweetnefs in 
the filent oracle that forbade untimely interro- 
gation, but if it were to breathe fpontaneoufly 
could not but "difcourfe moft excellent mufic." 
Repofe of manner is not common among us, 
and to an obfervant mind its rarity makes it very 
welcome. It betokens inward refburces. Per- 
haps this is why it is deemed chara£teriftic of a 
gentleman — as one whofe pofition fecures him 
from that eagernefs of outward aim that marks 
the demeanour of the vulgar. There is fome- 
thing that whifpers of faith, too, in repofe. We 
are apt, and with juftice, to imagine that a quiet 
confcience, a fatisfied afFedion, or a ferene truft, 
thus difFufes calmnefs over the pilgrim of life. 
I faw a dark and luftrous eye gleam from under 
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my quiet neighbour's hat, and knew thereby 
that his was not the tranquillity of a ftagnant or 
indifferent fpirit. One day, for the firft time, 
I faw him acknowledge, by a flight inclination, 
the greeting of a friend of mine as he left the 
reading-room. I haftily followed, and inquired 
the name of the unknown. It was Hawthorne, 
and thus thofe dreamy (ketches that had charmed 
me in the annuals as they gracefully repofed, 
like Goldfmith's memory, under the hawthorn 
'' for whifpering lovers made," — became afTo- 
ciated with my gentle myfteryof the Athenaeum, 
What I admire in this writer's genius is his 
felicity in the ufe of common materials. It is 
very difficult to give an imaginative fcopj to a 
fcene or a topic which familiarity has robbed of 
illufion. It IS by the aflTociation of ideas — by the 
halo of remembrance and the magic of love— 
that an objeft ufually prefents itfelf to the mind 
under fanciful relations. From a foreign coun- 
try our native fpot becomes pidlurefque ; and 
from the hill of manhood the valley of youth 
appears romantic; but this is a peculiar and 
rare mental alchymy which can tranfmute the 
drofs of the common and the immediate into 
gold. Yet fo doth Hawthorne. His " Old 
Apple Dealer " yet fits by the old South Church, 
and " The Willey Houfe '* is infcribed every 
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fummer-day by the penknives of ambitious cits. 
He is able to illuftrate, by his rich invention, 
places and themes that are before our very eyes 
and jn our' daily fpeech. His fancy is as free 
of wihg at the North-end, or on Salem turnpike, 
as that of other poets in the* Vale of Caflimere, 
or amid the Ifles of Greece. He does not 
feem: to feel the neceffity pf diftance either of 
time prfpace to realize his^entfhantments. He 
has fucceeded in attaching 2n ethereal intereft 
to home fubjedls, which is no'^fmalL triumph. 
Somewhat of that poetic charnjpyhichi Wilfon 
has thrown over Scottifli life nr^iiis ''Lights 
and Shadows," and Irving over Engliih, in his 
*' Skqtch Book," and Lamb over Metropolitan 
in his " Elia," has Hawthorne caft around 
New England, and his tales here and there 
blend, as it were, the traits which endear thefe 
authors. His beft efforts, I think, are thofe in 
which the human predominates. Ingenuity and 
moral fignificancy are finely difplayed, it is true, 
in his allegories ; but fometimes they are coldly 
fanciful, and do not win the fympathies as in 
thofe inftances where the play of the heart re- 
lieves the dim workings of the abftraft and 
fupernatural. Hawthorne, like all individuali- 
ties, muft be read in the appropriate mood. 
This fecret of appreciation is now underftood 
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as regards Wordfworth. It is due to all genuine 
authors. To many whofe mental aliment has 
been exciting and coarfe, the delicacy, meek 
beauties, and calm fpirit of thefe writings will 
but gradually unfold themfelves ; but thofe ca- 
pable of placing themfelves- in relation with 
Hawthorne will difcover a native genius for 
which to be grateful and proud, and a brother 
whom to know is to love. He certainly has done 
much to obviate the reproach which a philofo- 
phical writer, not without reafon, has caft upon 
our authors, when he aflerts their objed: to be 
to aftonifli rather than pleafe. 

« « # « « « 

I find myfelf again furrounded by the quietude 
of Nature. For weeks this change has been 
anticipated with no little ardour, and yet I am 
not difappointed in the refult. My fenfe of the 
beautiful in fcene.ry is not at all diminifhed. 
Not a breath of the pure and cool air is loft 
upon my fenfes, not a ftep on the green and 
elaftic turf is otherwife than grateful ; and as I 
watched the fun fet a few hours ago, the fields 
of rofy light that glowed in the fky, the gorgeous 
mafles of cloud, the long pencilled lines and 
their reflecSion in the water feemed to me as 
lovely and fignificant as in the days that are paft, 
when I watched them from the Adriatic bay 
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and the Apennines, and at the clofe of a fine 
autumn in my native land. Nor do I with 
lefs fincerity acknowledge the tranquil fpell of 
the night now hovering, like a benign prefence, 
around me. The ftars are as myfterious as 
ever, and there is the fame uprifing of the fpirit 
beneath their folemn fires. My perceptions are 
as vivid, but external nature does not fill and 
abforb my foul. I cannot readily lofe my con- 
fcioufnefs in her embrace. There is fomething 
in this filence which makes more audible the 
latent voices of my heart. My deftiny is more 
palpably revealed ; and as fire brings out the 
charafters written with invifible ink, fo in this 
feclufion and outward calm, the infcriptions 
within declare themfelves in glowing charafters. 
Much genuine poetry has been infpired by a 
love of nature, and infenfibility to her charms 
is a dekd to be lamented ; yet it is not always 
that we can place ourfelves in relation with fuch 
influences. The mind was created for aftivity, 
the fympathies muft be enlifted, and rural life, 
except when fought for occafional repofe, is 
inimical to neceffities like thefe. In Switzer- 
land and the moft charming parts of Southern 
Europe, the inhabitants manifeft but little en- 
joyment of the beautiful landfcapes around 
them. It is the ftranger by whom they are ex- 
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plored with enthufiafm. I have obferved more 
narrownefs and egotifin among country people 
than in citizens. Even Wordfworth*s fublime 
philofophy is one-fided. His mind is not fym- 
pathetic. To no eye are the meadows fo de- 
lightful as to that weary with gazing upon the 
proceffion of feces that line the ftreets of a 
metropolis ; upon no ear does the murmur of 
foliage come fo refrefhingly as to the one upon 
which the din of a crowd has jufl: died away. 
It is through contraft and not habit that 

To him who in the love of Nature 
Holds communion with her vifible forms, 
She ipeaks a varied language. 

The moft important aliment of human life is 
focial. An individual if nobly endowed, exerts 
a fer greater influence than a fcene. The moun- 
tains and the ocean infpire feelings which can 
only be realized in the world ; and the fequef^ 
tered valley and eloquent flream breathe images 
of happinefs that become a£tual only through 
fellowfhip. There is no little cant in the popu- 
lar idea of making nature and humanity anta- 
gonifl. They are like the pofitive and negative 
principles in eleiSlricity, and mutually illuflrate 
and confirm each other. The beauty and order, 
the calm and refreihment which Nature brings 
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are intended to occaiionally cheer, but never 
permanently fatisfy. 

The good want power, but to weep barren tears 5 
The powerful goodnefs want j worfe need for them. 
The wife want love, and thofe who love want wifdom ; 
And all beft things are thus confufed to ill. 

Rather difconfolate, but how true ! I have 
had interviews to-day with two reformers — a 
phyfician and a divine — each in the van of his 
profefEon ; the one tracing nearly all focial evil 
to violation of the natural laws, the other to 
irreligion. They enthufiaftically advocate fyf. 
tems, and yet, it feems to me, fail to meet the 
exigencies of the cafe. The queftion is whether 
it be poffible to reconcile phyfical and moral 
requirements with the exiftent focial order. 
Abftraft truth and human nature appear to be 
antagonifts; outward well-being and fpiritual 
good — profperity and difintereftednefs — the fin- 
cere and the expedient are at perpetual war. 
Thofe who encounter fuch problems are gene- 
rally in a wrong pofition to embrace their entire 
relations. When we turn from their eloquent 
generalizations to fome fa£l or individual, how 
barren feem the theories they confider infallible ! 

How pleafant it is to receive letters, e(pecially 
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when the chirography is aflbciated with friend- 
hnefs and enjoyment ! So I thought this morn- 
ing as I broke the feal of one from W , 

He dates from London. '' I fee plainly here," 
he fays, '* the two extremes of the focial fyftem, 
and only the extremes — plethoric wealth in moft 
ungracious contraft with fqualid poverty. Eng- 
land is a paradife for the rich, and a purgatory 
— not to ufe a warmer epithet — for the poor. 
The ariftocracy revel in furroundings of here- 
ditary fplendour, and grudge a refuge for the 
famifhed in the fhape of union work-houfes. 
The cottage homes of England, of which Mrs. 
Hemans fang, no longer exift. A rainy, cold 
Sunday and the debris of a headache that has 
perfecuted me for the laft twenty- four hours, 
have kept me in the folitude of my lodgings — 

(L is on a vifit in another part of this great 

Babylon — ) and I turn to my letters. Among 
them is yours. Every word opens the flood- 
gates of memory. I think efpecially of that laft 

joyous feaft at , when poetry, wit and mufic 

flung their triple radiance over us. I muft be- 
ftow a page of friendfliip*s tedioufnefs upon 
you. This inkflied has done me good already." 
And fo the gifted and loving fellow goes on. 
Methinks I grafp his hand acrofs the fea. 
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What hours of mental agonjr may human 
creatures endure of which not even their inti- 
mates are confctous — ^betrayed only by a fome- 
what paler complexion, fubdued manner, or 
drooping eye ! It is wonderful how the foul 
can wreftle with deftiny and make no fign. 
There is a world of filent endurance of which 
few obfervers dream. The will, pride, delicacy, 
a fear of caufing ufelefs pain to others, a kind 
of magnanimous pleafure in bearing what muft 
be borne alone — all nerve and ifolate the fpirit. 
How genial then feems the epitaph that fb 
haunted Byron*s fancy — Implora pace ! 

There was an awful conflagration lafl: night, 
and not until long after noon to-day were the 
flames even partially extinguifhed. A thoufand 
rumours of the amount of individual loflTes, of 
the heroic efforts of the firemen, of lives facri- 
ficed, fortunes annihilated, and of afFe<SHng and 
dramatic incidents are afloat in the city. Soon 

after funfet P and myfelf found ourfelves 

as ufual at C's reiidence. She had pafTed many 
fucceffive hours in nervous trepidation, doubtful 
of our fafety. There was now a reaftion in 
her feelings, and Ihe infifled, in fpite of our re- 
monflrance, upon vifiting the fcene of deftruc- 
tion. We rode to the neareft patrol and offer- 
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ing the card of the commandant, were allowed 
to proceed; making our way with no little 
difEculty over bales of goods, reeking water- 
pipes, heaps of cinders and crufhed furniture, 
until we reached a building of ftone which re- 
mained entire. Borrowing a lantern from the 
watchman we afcended through a fuiFocating 
atmofphere to the roof. What a fpe6bcle ! 
Immenfe chimney-ftacks rofe, here and there, 
from a vaft plain heaped with fmouldering ruins, 
like fo many towers and obelifks. Huge flames 
darted up from deep cellars like volcanoes, and 
an immenfe canopy of fmoke hung motionle& 
over all. Here and there was revealed the 
bright uniform of a military guard, but filence 
and gloom lay brooding all around. In the 
oppofite dire£lion the moonbeams fell ferenely 
upon dome, fteeple and quiet roof; veflTels ap- 
peared at anchor in the filver and tranquil bay, 
forming a picture of fafety and repofe. We 
gazed long and earneftly from our obfervatory 
upon the contrafted fcenes. They irrefiftibly 
impelled us to refledlion, as if a chart of deftiny 
or a folemn vifion fuddenly unfolded. C^— 
looked like a fibyl as her noble form was re- 
lieved againfl: the (ky. Her quick imagination 
was inftantly kindled, and the fenfe of danger 
to which fhe had at firft yielded gave way to a 

M 
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kind of faufhed enthufiafm. She compared the 
two profpefts to heaven and hell— love and fate 
— hope and defpair, and a thoufand other anta- 
gonifms. 

I met L , our gentlemanly conful, early 

this morning, on his way to the harbour. He 
had received notice that an American man-of- 
war was in the offing. As we approached the 
pier, a gallant frigate ** fwirled into the bay " 
beneath a glorious (ky and in the prefence of a 
concourfe of lookers-on. We fprang into a 
boat, and by the time her anchor was dropped 
were alongfide. The official vifit was rather 
tardily announced, and the confequence was that 
juft as one of the lieutenants ufhered us into 
the commander's cabin, the &lute commenced 
and the deafening jar of the reports fomewhat 
interrupted our mutual greetings. When the 
uproar had ceafed, however, we had a delightful 
interview. It feems to me impoffible for one 
to realize the true glow of national pride or 
aiFe£lion, until he is thus brought in conta£l 
with fome noble evidence of his country's 
power in a foreign land. There is a clafs of 
weU-meaning philanthropifts who rail againft 
the expenfes of navy and army, and doubtlefs 
there is rational ground for their complaints* 
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But I am convinced that one of our national 
Ihips — fo majeftic a fymbol of human enter- 
prize, with her ftrift difcipline, beauty of model 
and brave oiEcers — by her mere prefence in dis- 
tant feas, produces a moral impreflion as falu- 
tary in its indirect eiFe£l as it is captivating to 
the fancy. As I fat with the manly and courte- 
ous commander with the infignia of my diftant 
country all around, and talked of her political 
condition, with the fhores of the Mediterranean 
in the richeft beauty vifible from the ftem 
windows, I felt a confcioufnefs of home-ties 
and refponfibilities at once dignified and iweet. 
The fhow of authority is indifpenfable in the 
world ; and if the peace-makers did but know 
it, one of the fureft preventives of war. The 
marked fuperiority of pofition which the Ame- 
rican citizen enjoys abroad is owing, in no fmall 
meafure, to thefe gallant reprefentatives of his 
native land, which have infpired foreigners with 
a fenfe of her ftrength and chivalry. The cry 
of ariftocracy is ignorantly raifed againft the 
army and navy ; and yet it is difficult to imagine 
a field more equally open to merit. No man 
worthy the name is juftified in looking with 
envy upon any diflin&ion founded in nature* 
Such, by the very laws of being, will and fhould 
afTert themfelves ; and the genius of our inftitu- 



1^4 LEAVES FROM THE 

tion attempts not to fuperfede, but only affords 
them fcope. As means of rearing a race of 
gentlemen (which nothing in our focial fyftem 
as in other countries abfolutely fecures) — they 
fhould be refpcStcd and cherifhed. • 

All human beings, in proportion to the in- 
tenfity and breadth of their characters, lead two 
lives; — parallel, intercommunicating, yet diC- 
tind 5 — the one outward, mechanical, a life of 
routine, duty and habit ; the other inward, con- 

fcious and perfbnal. Since left here, how 

have I learned to realize thefe feparate exift- 
ences ! Calm and methodical, apparently oc« 
cupied with the bufmefs of the hour, faithful to 
each focial demand, I have all the while felt as 
if only a paffive aftor in an indifferent fcene. 
My doings and fayings have had lefs reality to 
myfelf than the found of the Ave Maria, the 
odours from the lemon grove, the fhadow on the 
terrace, the play of the funfet breeze or the hues 
of the firmament — becaufe thefe are fo much 
more intimately affociated with my genuine 
feelings than the men and women, the goffip 
and ceremony around me. It may be a purely 
fanciful idea, but fuch influences, borne from 
the life of nature, utter a kind of fympathy, 
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flatter the imagination, and whifper fweet me- 
mories and glorious hopes : 

Since thy departure I am grown fo wife 
That no pulfe ftirs at what the hours may bring ; 
A calm recipient with averted eyes 
I ftand befide Timers ever guihing fpring : 
For now thy love has crowned me, far apart 
My fpirit neftles — guarded by a light. 
That like Correggio's angels floods the heart 
With facred lonelinefs and tender might : 
And fince thy face no more with daily joy 
Fills my rapt vifion — waking fond furmife. 
Nor thy melodious voice from all annoy 
Lures by fweet queftions or ferene replies — 
My life, like Imogen^s, no thoughts fuftain 
But of the jewel I may fee again. • 

* Not comforted to live 
But that there is this jewel in the world 
That I may fee again. Cymbetine. 



THE END. 
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